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ADVERTISEMENT. 



The reason for not giving a name to the follow- 
ing papers, is simply that their authors had no name 
to give. The golden age of literature, when titles for 
books were " plenty as blackberries," when publica- 
tions were few, readers many, and authors (in the 
Horatian phrase) were things to point the finger at — 
tViat golden age is passed and gone. Now, every one 
writes, few have leisure to read ; and an unpreoccu- 
pied title is more difficult to be met with, than the 
industry which goes to write a volume, or the enter- 
prize that undertakes to publish it. 

This difficulty will be more readily acknowledged, 
when a further statement is made, that the present 
venture is, for the most part, a mere funding of literary 
exchequer bills, a gathering into the fold, of certain 
stray sketches, some of which have already appeared 
in different leading periodicals of the last ten or fif- 
teen years. Such re-publications are a prevailing 
fashion of the day, (to which, by the by, we are in- 
debted for much pleasant reading, that otherwise 
would have been ^< in the great bosom of oblivion 
buried ;") and even while these pages were passing 
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through the press, more thaa one appropriate title, 
under consideration, had been seized on by others, 
who, in thus " filching from us our good name," had 
so far " made us poor indeed," that they reduced us 
to the necessity of preferring no name at all, to a bad 
one. 

The original articles which have been added to the 
collection, (owing to the continued illness, for many 
months, of one of the authors,) have been taken, ra- 
ther than selected from a portfolio, where many such 
" unfinished things" have from time to time been de- 
posited, and all but forgotten. 

Books like the present were allowed in former days, 
to find sanctuary in the parlor window-seat, then the 
great receptacle for whatever, in literature, might be 
idly taken up, and as carelessly dropped. At present, 
they may aspire to become " bench fellows" with that 
large class of miscellaneous compositions, the albums, 
annuals, books of beauty, and beautiful books ; and 
if got up " to match," miay make their way to the 
drawing-roona table, along with other elegantly-bound 
volumes, " to be had of all the booksellers" and ven- 
ders of knick-knacks in the kingdom. 
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THE PUBLIC. 



" Tout le monde m^prise lesharangdres ; cependant, qui oseroit risquer 
de les offenser, en traverdant la Halle 7" 

Cbampfort. 



In the olden times, when the public was rarely 
addressed, save from a tub, a ladder, or the footlights 
of the stage, it was a modest, well-behaved body cor- 
porate, as heart could desire. Setting aside an occa- 
sional larky a sportive riot about a jew-bill, or the in- 
nocent burning of a Popish chapel, ad majorem Dei 
f'loriamj it kept the peace, as a discreet public should 
0. Since, however, it has become a power, and is 
consulted by cabinets and conc^resses, it has ^rown as 
capricious and tyrannical as other irresponsible auto- 
crats. Puffed up With daily offerings of mouth-honor, 
administered by all who live by its patronage (from 
the Lord Chancellor on his woolsack, to Mr. Professor 
Warren, behind his dingy counter, inclusive,) there is 
nothing on earth, of which its Dis aqua potestas 
does not think itself capable. 

"The public," says Dumont, "is a tribunal worth 
more than all the others put together ;" and the pre- 
valence of this opinion probably is the reason why 
that body is constituted the great referee of injured' 
innocents. Does an actress quarrel with her part, or 
her partner ? Is a Prima Donna dissatisfied that the 
manager is not her devoted admirer 7 She straight- 
way files her bill before the public, in the columns of 
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2 THE PUBLIC. 

the daily press. Does an author think himself regu- 
larly "cut up" by a hostile reviewer, he forthwith 
cites him to answer interrogatories before the same 
authority. Is a gentleman's nose pulled, or his coat 
beaten " after the Connaught fashion,"* out comes his 
letter to the public, with "a statement of facts;" or, if 
a common swindler is roughly handled by the inqui- 
sitors of Bow-street, he intreats the public to suspend 
its judgment till the day of trial. 

But, as if this were not enough, there is no end of 
the villanous cajoleries, in which such appeals are 
ordinarily enveloped. The commonest vender of the 
commonest article crams his advertisements with ful- 
some epithets, in all the hyperbole of oriental exag- 
geration. It is, forsooth, a humane public — a charit* 
able public — a discriminating public (God bless the 
mark !) — and, above every thing, a religious public ; 
while the poor dupe, taking it all for granted, gives 
itself credit for every virtue under the sun, and quem- 
libet ocnidii populariter, hunts any man to ihe death, 
who presumes to think for himself, and bows not the 
knee before its self-arrogated infallibility. 

That a writer of so logical a turn of mind as Du- 
mont should have ranked public opinion above all 
other tribunals, is perfectly inexplicable. "Though 
susceptible of error," he continues, " this tribunal is 
incorruptible. It tends perpetually to instruct itself; 
and it contains all the wisdom and justice of the 
nation." 

The compliment, to be sure, is but equivocal ; and 
perhaps it was intended merely as a quaint and sly 
bit of irony. The public may surely come by its de- 
cisions more rapidly than the Court of Chancery, and 
yjet not be very expeditious : it may be governed more 
^osely by common sense than our courts of law, and 
yet not be remarkably intelligible ; it may act with 

* Id eitj on the per»QO of its owner. 
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more wisdom than <^ the ^rreat unpaid," without being 
juetljr set down for a conjuror. Then, as for its in- 
corruptibility, is it not the same public^ which the 
stronjBfest laws af^ainst parliamentary corruption can- 
not bind ? and for whose benefit insolvent bills are 
framed with meshes that would let slip a whale? 
What, if a direct bribery of the public be not as easy, 
as it was in ancient Rome, when corn was distributed 
and p;ames celebrated to purchase the voices of the 
people, ingenuity finds a thousand by-ways for arriv- 
ing at the same end. Public opinion is notoriously 
self-interested. The very imputed excellence of its 
decisions rests on the supposition, that the sum of in- 
dividual interests constitutes the common good ; and 
that seir^eeking, consequently, must be the safest 
basis, on which a judgment can stand. Whatever 
parade parliamentary orators may make of the wisdom 
and justice of their proposed measures, they always 
take care to conclude with a show of something to 
be made, or saved, by the operation. In the same 
spirit, and with equal knowledge of the world, adver- 
tising tradesmen lay less stress on the beauty or good- 
ness of their wares, than on their cheapness ; and 
they head their paragraphs, in well-leaded capitals, 
<*full twenty per cent under prime cost." 

On the score of self«instruction, it must be allowed 
that the public does possess a certain tendency, or 
velleity rather, to learn : but it is ^vwfiadiig tk *ai 
diffifiadiig^ that is to say, it comes at a truth when every 
body knows it, and not before : videlicit, soniecentury, 
or so, after the wise have commenced beating the facts 
into its silly noddle, and have been fined, iniprisoned, 
spit upon, and reviled for their pains. Hitherto, the 
public has very closely resembled that converted 
Catholic gentleman, who "renounced the errors of 
Popery, and embraced thoseof the Protestant church," 
exchanging merely one set of prejudices for another ; 
or if haply, at long intervals^ it has enjoyed a lucid 
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4 THE PUBLIC. 

moment, the temporary gleam of light has been fol- 
lowed by a deeper plunge into the pristine darkness. 

As yel, the public has very constantly been doomed 
to follow in the career of intelligence, to sit below 
the salt at the table of knowledge, and to feed on the 
scraps and orts of philosophy, which the more acute 
portion of mankind abandon, as no longer wholesome 
and digestible. 

Then for the matter of " wisdom and justice," the 
word *' Public" is but the representative of a congre- 
gation, including all the fools and knaves of the com- 
munity — a large dilution of the few persons whose 
opinion a man of sense would take on the boiling of 
a potato. How, then, can an accumulation of their 
several absurdities and rogueries be converted into 
wisdom and justice? All the first judgments of the 
public, indeed, are prejudices, adopted on the ipse 
dixit of some fashionable authority; and, if not 
always false, they are commonly used sophist! cally, 
to gloss over some political wrong ; while a correction 
ef the error lags haltingly behindf, till the mischief is 
completed and rendered irrevocable. 

" Liierdum vuigus rectum videt,^^ says Horace, and 
it was a large admission from one so knowing ; but 
the worst of it is, that the vulgar are not confined to 
a single grade of society. Vulgar errors are to be 
found prevailing in the first, as well as the lowest 
ranks ; and they are too often cruel, as they are false. 
Such, for example, is that vulgarest of the vulgar — 
the judging men and measures by the event.* Such, 
too, are the placing criminality in punishment, and 
identifying virtue with stars and garters. 

It is another point of vulgar wisdom, that public 
documents, like gift horses, must not be looked in the 

* Nullua est turn sapiens, mitis, et formosu«, 
Tarn prudens virtutibus, cseteris famosus, 
Quin stulcus reputabitur, et satis dispectus,, 
Si Fortuna prosperos evertat effectus. 
Thc4C verses are attributed to King Edward the Seconds 
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mouth ; nor any nonsense be questionedj that is de- 
livered ex cathedra. To doubt that a wig is wisdom, 
a red coat courajje, or a bar-gown wit, would con- 
sign the sceptic to general reprobation ; but to deny 
that a well-stocked purse is a receipt in full for every 
virtue, would incur the risk of interdiction ab igne 
et aqua. 

The judgments of the public being thus lightly 
formed, it is not surprising that its favorites should 
be as lightly taken up and let down again. Where 
now is the popularity of Dr. Johnson ? Where that of 
George the Third, "the good old king" ? Blucher, 
if he were alive, might walk the streets unnoticed; 
and the sun of Brodum's Balm of Gilead is outshone 
by the superior brightness of Mr. Morrison's pills. 

Can that public, moreover, be really wise, which is 
so easily led by the ears? Eloquence is its delight; 
and experience in vain declares that **fine words but- 
ter no parsnips." Even foul words possess an. unctu- 
ous quality, which causes things to be swallowed, of 
a much harder digestion than that stringy esculent. 
The time is not so far distant, when, to carry the 
worst measures, nothing more was necessary than 
an energetic appeal to national antipathies, a rhodo- 
montade of "British valor," or "good old English 
feeling." And though a bitter experience acting on 
men's pockets (the shortest cut to their brains) may 
have since discredited these particular watchwords of 
party, uno avulso non deficit alter. The words in- 
deed are changed, but the tune continues the same : 
the old formulae may have fallen into disuse, but 
newer and more popular claptraps have inherited 
their vogue — et voila tout. 

If we estimate the opinion of the public by its overt 
acts, all history teems with traits, the reverse of ad- 
vantageous. Was it not public opinion that cast 
Manlius from his rock, for striving to protect the peo- 
ple against a tyrannical oligarchy ? Was it not pub- 

1* 



6 THE PUBLIC. 

lie opinion which became tired of heatinof Aristides 
for ever called the just — that administered the cicuta 
to Socrates — or (to come nearer to our own times) that 
shut Gilbert Wakefield in a prison, and burned Priest- 
ley's house over his head, because they lifted their 
voices against a mad and unprincipled war? Cob- 
bett, who must have known the public to a nicety, 
having exploited its credulity through the greater 
part of a long life, first by humoring the loyalty and 
altarity of the times, and afterwards by abusing 
kings, ministers, and " the old woman of Thread- 
needle-street," never made a better hit, than in his 
sarcastic calling us a thinking people — the people, 
whose penal code is written in blood, a think- 
ing people ! — the eaters of taxed bread a thinking 
people t ! It shows little power of thought to found 
morality npon station, and to take philosophy from 
party reviews — to bite at every commercial bubble, 
to uphold every established abuse, simply because it 
is established, or to take alarm, whenever the political 
shepherds amuse themselves with crying wolf in broad 
daylight. 

It may perhaps be objected, on the strength of the 
change in watchwords, already noticed, that the er^ 
rors of the public are not immortal, and that opinion 
is ever on the advance. True : we are old enough 
to have outlived many well-conditioned absurdities ; 
and that, too, in spite of the strongest efforts to sus- 
tain them. But what are these among so many ?' 

Quid te exempta juvat spinis e pluiibus una ? 

Are no new sophisms rising into vogue ? Are no 
efforts making and favorably received, to revive such 
as are defunct, or to bolster such as are falling to ruin? 
Who shall say that htimbug does not fully maintain 
its ancient rule, or that plausibility has lost any of its 
prescriptive right to pass for reality? Society seems 
capable of bearing only a certain quantity of truth at 
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a time ; and those who strive to overdose their con- 
temporaries, (Jo little more thaa hurry them prema- 
torely into some new absurdity. 

If the public, then, be such an hospital of incura- 
bles, why, it will be asked, set about curing them ? 
The question is a smart question, but rather hastily 
put. Who said that any such design was on foot, or 
that the Essays now offered for perusal have any such 
arriire-pens^e ? Books in this a^e (and it is their 
distinctive merit) are written, as Peter Pindar's razors 
were made — to sell ; and the author who risks his 
peace of mind in the vain attempt to make mankind 
either wiser or happier than they choose to be, is a 
mere philanthropic duixote. 

It is all very well to talk of these matters, en thise 
generale, and, in a half-jesting way, to notice absur- 
dities, which each reader may lay to the account of 
his neighbors ; but to sit down doggedly to prove 
yourself more knowing than the mass of mankind, 
and to disturb social order, by making folly discon- 
tented, or roguery distmstful, is a sort of Curtius-like 
proceeding, at which the very children would scoff. 
Never was it more necessary than now to chatter with 
the apes,* and howl with the wolves. Think with 
the wise, if you can ; but keep your thoughts to your- 
self, if you don't like being stoned. Let your opinions 
be concealed even from the brother of your love, and 
the wife of your bosom. But, in mixed societies, fail 
not also to add a strong touch of the hypocrite, to 
boot, if yon would not be the butt of every paltry 
knave, who desires to derive profit or pleasure from 
gibbeting all those who " wear their hearts upon their 
sleeves for (the public) daws to peck at." 

In publishing, an author of course desires to be 
read. But to tid read, he must humor the mass of 
purchasers, and not simply consult the select few. 
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Hannah Glass is a much better thumbed author than 
Babbage or Bentham ; and Sir Walter himself would 
have been infinifely less popular than he is, had he 
set up as a teacher or reformer of mankind. He who 
would see his volume on every club-table, the orna- 
ment of every boudoir, must flatter and encourage 
every fashionable vice and reigning folly; must sup- 
port every interest on earth but that of mankind. 
Let such a man write religious novels, record the ex- 
periences of hysterical spinsters, and celebrate the 
conversions of bedlamites, or the election of rope- 
sanctified sinners ; but let him not touch the sacred 
landmarks of gothic ignorance, nor lift the veil 
through which his great great grandfather viewed 
law, physic, divinity, and the nature of things. 

If possible, let him indeed make it a rule in writing 
to confine himself to those "airy nothings" qui ne 
tirent pas a consequence. Twaddle is your only 
wear ; and common-place, which disturbs no one's 
complacency, has the readiest market. Among all 
the fovorites of our times, Byron was perhaps the 
only original thinker, and the exception admirably 
proves the rule. 

Such are the principles which steer an author 
safely over the rocks of criticism ; and the reader is 
earnestly requested to believe that by them the pages 
here offered to his notice will be squared. 

It is a monstrous abuse which has crept into fashion 
among readers of a certain class, ^^qui entendent Jin- 
esse, et qui n^ entendent pas raison,^^ to be discon- 
tented with what lies on the surface of the page, and 
to exert a perverse ingenuity in prying into the au- 
thor's concealed doctrines ; and that, too, for the worst 
purposes of malice and detraction. A true and faith- 
ful reader will take an author on his word, and will 
not indulge in any superfine interpretations ; but even 
when he cannot seize the drift of an argument, wilt 
rather suspect his author of trifling than of mischief. 
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It is hard, indeed, because a man deals in manuscript, 
if be may not sometimes be simple without deceit, or 
silly without malice. Against such nasuti homines 
as these, it is as well, once for all, to enter a protest ; 
and to request all who amuse themselves with fishing 
for under-currents of meaning, and in hunting for 
mares' nests, if they must poach on this manor, at 
least to remember that the mischief is of their own 
making. 

" Non me ne fiite autore, io non vo' gamV 

If Socrates, as the great Frederick said, preferred 
the poison cup to holding his tongue, that is no pre- 
cedent for other people. No imputations, therefore, 
of felonious wisdom, if you please, good gentlemen : 
stick to the simplicity of the text, and keep your 
quibbles for a better occasion. 

On the other hand, there is a class of persons 
mightily given to the enthusiastic, by their own 
chimney-corners — great admirers of public devotion 
in others — flaming patriots when it costs nothing ; 
but deplorably complaisant' when there is any thing 
to be got by subserviency. These will open upon us 
like a pack of foxhounds, with an outcry about moral 
cowardice, dereliction of duty, base compromise ot 
principle, and all that sort of thing. 

According to these persons, if the world goes wrong, 
the fault is with its instructors. The fanatic and 
persecuting public are honest in their cruelty and 
blindness. They know no better ; and if writers will 
but teach them, they will be equally eager to defend 
the right. If society has grown up from its nonage, 
to the point of civilization at which it stands, there 
can be no reason why it may not be still further cor- 
rected. The people come into the market of know- 
ledge and lay down their pence freely for such shreds 
and patches of truth as their school-masters are will- 
ing to afford them for their money. Instead of grum* 
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obstinately freethinking logicians, who will have a 
will of their own. It is not pretended that such 
consequences are theologically true ; nor is it meant 
to force any to believe the evidence of their own 
senseS) if their instincts or their interests (which 
are often one and the same) happen to point another 
way. 
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FKOM AN UNP(7BI.I8HSD WORK. 

'' La gastronomie n'est autre chose que la reflexion qui appr^cie, ap- 
pliqu^e a la science qui am61iore.'' 

"We live in awful times ! By we^ I mean we women. 
Power has departed from us, passions are things over 
which we no longer have control, love has become a 
calculation, matrimony a spec, and friendship (that 
peculiar attribute of our sex) " but a name." Bright 
eyes now shine in vain when opposed to the sparkle 
of a cigar ; the prettiest ankle may withdraw itself 
within the cumbrous comforts of a trailing petticoat, 
for it is powerless against breasts protected by egotism 
or a Petersham. Cinderella's slipper might be sent 
round from club to club, without increasing the throb 
of a single heart, even in <* the guards and Crock- 
ford's." Neither lajeune France^ nor the dandyism 
of England, could now furnish a man to extatise over 

* " Cordon bleu/' an honorary distinction conferred on the first clast of 
female cooks in Paris, either in allasion to their blue aprons, or to the 
order, whose blue ribbon was so long considered as the adequate recom- 
pense of all the highest merit in the highest classes. The Fcrmier Gene- 
ral who built the palace of the Bourbon £]ys4e, became not more cele^ 
brated for his exquisite dinners, than for the moral courage with whkk 
he attributed their excellence to his female cook, Marie, when such s 
chef was scarcely known in the French kitchen ; for when Marie served 
up a " petit diner delirant" she was ** called ibr" like other prima-doa» 
nat, and her health drank by the style of" Le cordon hUu." 

2 
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a corsage with St. Preux, or to envy with Waller the 
pressure of a zone : though 

Give me but what that girdle bound, 
Take all the rest the world goes round, 

might still be applied, in the ardor of jockeyism, to 
the girth of the favorite of the field, it never would 
apostrophize the cincture that marks the symmetry, 
'* fine by degrees, and elegantly less," of the best 
dressed subject of Victorine or Carson. The days 
when the rape of the lock agitated society to its cen- 
tre, are now like the days beyond the flood ; and the 
times when women were all charming, and men all 
charmed, are as the nights of Arabian fiction. 

Women of those times — where lay your secret? 
My own opinion is, that it lay in the kitchen 1 

" Ma belle,^^ said the gallant Henri IV. to one of 
Marie de Medici's maids of honor, — ^^ quel est le 
chemin d vdtre cceur? Par Feglise, /Sire/" was the 
prompt and piquant reply : but had those female 
Sommit€s of the reign of his grandson, the Mainte- 
nons, the Contis, and the Soubises been interrogated 
before a star-chamber of coquettes, as to what was the 
true road to royal hearts, they might, on their own 
experience, have answered, par vos cdtelettesy Mes- 
dames. 

It is a fact, that women never understood the kitchen 
better, than in that epoch of their greatest power. 
They understood it in its physiology, in its morality, 
and in its politics. The immortal cotelettes d la 
Maintenon of the queen-mistress of Louis XIV. were 
as much an expedient of the times, as her revocation 
of the Edict of Nantes ; and her drag€es and her 
dragonnades were alike directed to the service of her 
own unmeasured ambition. The best educated Eng* 
lish women of the present day scarcely know the 
materiel of an entr€e^ or the elements which give its 
character to an entremet ; or can tell when an hors- 
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ePoeuvre should come in, or a pi^ce de resistance 
should go out ;* but this great stateswoman, this ele- 
gant writer, and best dresser of her age, — she who 
governed France, and influenced Europe, — was like- 
wise capable of regulating the most modest m^nage^ 
with equal genius and equal attention to details. 

There is on record a letter of Madame de Mainte- 
non, which should be studied by all housekeepers, like 
their breviary. It is that, in which she lays out the 
expenditure of her thriftless brother's house and table, 
and tries to regulate the economy of her carelesS| 
slovenlysister-in-Iaw's wardrobe, whom she reproaches 
with knowing as little of the science of the toilet as 
of that of the kitchen.t Such arts may be " the scoff 
of fools," but they will ever remain " the reverence 
of the wise ; for the woman who, under the pressure 
of necessity, can first dress a dinner, and then dress 
herself, to please the palate of the most fastidious, and 
the taste of the most precise, will be found adequate 
to every other exigency, in any combination, by which 
man (the creature of sense and appetite) may be saved, 
servaj, or gratified. 

Women are nature's own cooks ; and the power 
which man has usurped in the kitchen, as in the state, 
arose in a temporary necessity (a necessity now giving 
way to steam-kitchens and hot hearths) the demand for 
physical force. In all epochs of society, what man 
eats must mainly be determined by climates and 
races ; but in all, the manner and fitness of his me&l 
must depend on the intelligence and science which 
are brought to its preparation : and there it is, that 

* A fair friend of mine having inadvertently ordered her Irish footman 
to ring the bell in the middle of a firdt course, he replied, in the spirit of 
a superior tavoir faire^ " \i I do, ma'am, sure the goose will come up !*' 

t^'Si cecalcul," she concludes, '' pent vousetre utile, je n'aurais, pas 
de regret a la peine que j'ai prise de le faire ; et du moics je vous aurai 
fiiit vour que je sais quelque chose du manage,** — ^Lxttres ds Madami 
x>jc Maintenon, v. i. 
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Ihe adroitness, the patieDce, and the keen senses* of the 
sex, are super-eminently applicable. 

The children of the spicy East and dew-dropping 
Southy are provided by nature with delicate appetitesy 
and with all the stimulatiD^ condiments necessary to 
a fastidious gastronomy. The northern tribes, vora- 
cious and indiscriminate in the urgency of their brute 
appetites, fall foul of whatever first substantially pre- 
sents itself to their cravings. To the stomach of an 
ostrich, the tender and (ooeasily digestible fibre is no 
joke ; and to the shivering little animals of the Pole, 
who feed the lamp of life as other lamps are fed, im- 
bibing beat and nourishment from the same source, a 
dead seal is worth a covey of partridges ; and the 
rank savor of raw fish dried in the wind is more grati- 
fying, than the most delicate fumet of the best pre- 
served venison. But, amidst these coarser outlines of 
nature's adaptations, there are still concealed sha- 
dings and softenings of tone ; and when circumstance 
and civilization commenced their triumphs over the 
sterner necessities, woman, with her sensitive organi- 
zation, must have been the first to discover culinary 
improvements, and reduce them to practice. 

The women, indeed, must have early found that 
the animal susceptibility to civilization (that is to do- 
mestication and taming) lies in the stomach ; and 
that those species alone are capable of the process, 
whose will is eminently obedient to their appetites. 
The inference from the animal to the human stomach 
could not have been lost on female penetration ; and 
its application to the purposes of influence was proba- 
bly among the first uses of the discovery of Prome- 
theus. From that day to this the most stubborn and 
rebellions characters have been remarkable for their in- 
difference to the art of eating ; and, from Esau's mess 

* " The pleaaant sarory nmell 

So quicken'd appetite, that I methought 
Could not but taste it." — ^Paradiss Lost. 
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of pottage, to Andrew Marvel's shoulder of mutton, 
the connexion between spare diet and dogged obsti- 
nacy has remained unshaken. 

The earliest cookery on record will be found in the 
history of the Hebrews ; and it is there stated that the 
collation set before the angeUc visitants of Abraham 
was prepared by Sarah ; — a proof of the superior 
science of the future mother of nations. That the 
patriarchal women presided over the confection of 
bread may be inferred from the form it received, which 
was long and tapering, such as is still called " lady's 
fingers." The Jews, therefore, broke their bread, 
having no necessity for cutting it ; and their bread 
was so eminently good, that it was adopted as a gene- 
ral expression for viands of all descriptions. The 
Hebrew Cordons bleus also excelled in confectionary. 
So early as the mission of Moses, offerings of confec- 
tionary were ordained by the law ; and cakes of honey, 
flour, and oil, evince the ingenuity and savoir vivrB 
of the fair descendants of Sarah. 

That gastronomy was not neglected among the 
Eigyptian sciences, we have proofs in the picture his- 
tories of the country, so lately brought into evidence ; 
and though the hardships incidental to a sojourn in 
the desert must have interfered with the lore derived 
by the Hebrew women from that quarter, there can 
be little doubt that such resources as circumstances 
left at their disposition, were rendered more fully 
available, through the culinary ability which was 
brought to their preparation. 

The refreshments offered to David by that profound 
intriguante, but excellent housewife, Abigail, though 
of a pastoral character, contained the elements of the 
choicest cookery — barley, beans, lentils, peas, driec^ 
figs, and grapes, butter, (or cream) honey, oil, and 
succulent veal ; but how were these ingredients com- 
bined, and how served ? Had Abigail retained a tra- 
dition, or had she, in her philosophy, reconquered i^ 

2* 
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knowledge of the universality and immense capabili- 
ties of her veal ? Did she subdue the conqueror of 
Goliah with an oreille de veau a la Tartare ? or 
mollify him with a crime a la tnoelle, — the head and 
front of modern laitage ; but also within the reach 
of the most rustic dairy ? The solution of this ques- 
tion would involve the profoundest calculation of con- 
flicting elements. A nation which wanted metals for 
arming its warriors, could hardly have possessed a 
respectable batterie de cuisine ; but then the tradi- 
tions of the table are amongst those most faithfully 
preserved \ and woman, under the pressure of adverse 
circumstances, manifests such wonderful resources ! 

The Jews, however, were an obstinate race ; and, 
where prejudice interfered, hardened their stomachs, 
no less than their hearts, against " the goods the gods 
provided them.'' Thus, to the last, they remained 
insensible to the merits of the pig, that animal ency- 
elap^dique, — and were but little touched by the gas- 
tronomic capabilities of fish. In like manner, the 
Egyptians abjured mutton ; (they had probably no 
south-downs ; for Wales, and its delicious breed of 
sheep, were as yet undiscovered) — and they held 
beans in Pythagorean horror. 

Not, however, that such self-denial is always to be 
placed to the account of prejudice. St. Clement of 
Alexandria tells us that natural reasons may, in many 
instances, be given for it. The abstinences imposed 
by law or religion, he says, have generally originated 
in some wholesome, or prudential consideration. 

Thus Moses, Mahomet, and Father Matthew, are in 
the same category ; for the swine, the wine, and the 
whiskey inhibited by each on religious grounds, were 
alike injurious to the health, or to the morality of the 
parties, to whom they were forbidden. It is always 
easier to fanatise, than reason man into virtue. 

Whatever progress was made in the culinary code 
of ihe Efebrews, women appear to have taken the 
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initiative. The spices, gums, and essences introduced 
by dueen Sheba into the kitchens of Jerusalem, were 
valuable innovations; and the syrup ofGuimauve of 
modern times, is said to be made after one of the re- 
ceipts furnished to <' les offices" of Solomon, by that 
great woman. Cleopatra, that first-rate petite mat- 
tresse and efficient stateswoman, was not in^norant of 
the resources which the kitchen offers to ambition and 
to coquetry, to politics or passion. The exquisite 
luxury of her banquets was among the instruments 
by which she reigned over the hearts of her lovers, 
and subdued the enemies of her country. The sup- 
pers she gave to Caesar obtained for her the honors 
of a Roman Empress ; and Anthony's love of fish 
and of fishing was made instrumental to her deep 
political purposes. In spite of the religious preju- 
dices of her subjects, she accompanied him in his 
piscatory excursions; and, her frolicksome habits 
taken into consideration, she may have assisted in 
dressing the salmon she had helped to catch. 

Among the means by which Agrippina subjugated 
the Emperor Claudius, her receipt ior dressing mush- 
rooms was not the least important. Claudius loved 
this dish, " not wisely, but too well f and died, — not 
because the fungus was poisoned, but — because he 
was a glutton. The close alliance between the edible 
and the poisonous species of this genus is a sharp 
lesson given by nature to the gluttonous appetite; 
but its daily admonitions have been very uniformly 
set at nought ; and we have abundant classic autho- 
rity for supposing that Claudius's ease was by no 
means a rare one among the Romans. 

The masters of the world, however, were not mas- 
ter-cooks; and the now popular entremet of the 
champignon d la crime was a delicacy little dreamed 
of in their philosophy.* That delicious dish is now 

* As a general rule, house rausbrooms are always the best and safest. 
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de rigueur, in the second course of the spring and 
autumn menu of all civilized tables ; and the woman 
who is ignorant of the poco meno and pocn piu of its 
constituent elements, (so essential to the digestion and 
health of her husband and his guests,) is unworthy, 
not only of an imperial throne, but to sit at the head 
of any board, more dignified than the cod's-head and 
shoulder table of a Bow-bell amphitryon. Such a 
woman is fit for nothing but the perpetration of a 
" toad in the hole," or a participation in the mysteries 
of the apple-dumpling, which, if they "perplexed a 
monarch,"* are intelligible to the meanest capacities 
of kitchen-maids and servants of all work. 

With the Roman empire fell, in Europe, the great 
but unscieiJtific kitchen of antiquity. The secrets of 
Vitellius were lost, the prize dishes of the Aventine 
fell from the memory of man, and the leaves of the 
imperial "Almanac des gourmands," like those of the 
sibyl, were scattered to the winds ; one solitary volume 
only finding its way to posterity, and that one rescued 
from oblivion by a physician of the 18th century .t 
Long, however, before the final extinction of the Ro- 
man power, gastronomy shared the fate of the other 
sciences, and faded by degrees, with the fading genius 
and virtue of the people. The learning of the Ro- 
mans was, indeed, all second-hand— borrowed from 
the more civiliaed countries, which their ferocious 
valor overthrew : and their start from savagery to re- 
finement, in the table as in their other tastes, is more 
marked by caprice and expense, than by a true sense 
of the beautiful or the sublime. The culinary preci- 
sion of Geta, who placed his dishes alphabeticallyi 

• See — ^not Milton, but — Peter Pindar. 

t There were three persons who bore the name of Apicius, all cele- 
brated for their culinary science. Caelius Apicius, who lived in the reign 
o£ Tiberius, wrote a work on Roman cookery, of which an edition was 
printed in the year 1705 by Doctor Martin Lister, physician to Queen 
Anne ; undertaken probably in deference to the well-known tastes of his 
royal patient. 
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was not learning", but pedantry ; and though the sec- 
retary of Helio^abalns passed his life in writing out 
receipts and bills of fare, art owed little or nothing to 
that extravagant despot, with whom il n^etait de sauce^ 
que la cherti. His pat€9 de crite de coq, and hit 
tStes de papageus, prove that to be an Emperor, is 
not enough to constitute a good cook. The plain 
good woman's dish, — the alouettes en salmi, d la 
bonne hourgeoise — would leave all the inventions of 
the imperial gastronome at an immeasurable distance. 

The irruption of the barbarians extinguished the 
last lingering lights of the kitchen (such as they were) 
with all other lights; and their intellectual couvre-feu 
<q>6rated on the fires of the hot earth, as on those of 
poetic and of scientific inspiration. The northern 
races, ^' hungry as the sea, could devour as much j" 
and quantity, with them, was a far more important 
consideration than quality. Antiquarian loie has 
dived laboriously into the culinary arrangements of 
those days ; but, to appreciate the barbarian kitchens 
of the fiifth century, it is enough to have tasted the 
national cookery of the same races in the nineteenth : 
sour crout, pickled herrings, and lusciously sweet 
puddings, followed by the final leg of mutton, oblu 
gaiOy are still the staple of a German dinner ; and 
''even unto this day,'' the national dinners of the 
Saxon heptarchy may be traced in a genuine English 
bill of fare of their descendants. 

There may be some excuse for northern isrnoranee 
on this point, in ''the divinity which hedged in'' their 
women, and which deemed it sacrilege to devote them 
to any coarse employment. The north men would 
have blushed to turn their noble wives into turnspits ; 
so the men took the cookery to themselves, and a 
pretty mess they made of it. The crude fibre of an 
old ox satisfied the tastes of the rude worshippers of 
Odin ; and the heroes of Thor, like those of Homer, 
disdained not to prepare it with their own hands. 
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The women, indeed, were consulted as oracles ; but 
it was on all subjects, save that which concerned the 
daily interests and comforts of the community. 

Charlemagne, to whom no source of social civiliza- 
tion was wholly unknown, was the first of his race 
to turn qpokery to political purposes ; and to act upon 
that maxim, so extensively amplified by one of the 
last of his descendants, that la majesty du trdne est 
dans la cuisine. He first taught his peers to eat like 
gentlemen ; and raised the culinary profession to a 
state dignity, by instituting a domestic order, still 
found in Europeanc onrts, — les qfficiers, de la bouche. 
He made sovereign princes his waiters " for the 
nonce ;" he put Paladins into his pantries, and Bishops 
over his butteries ; and set the democratic example of 
degrading the privileged classes, by reducing them to 
menial servitude, and turnmg their "mean ambition" 
to the " pride of kings" — the valetaille of Louis XIV. 
was the highest development of the schemes of Char- 
lemagne.* 

To the festivities of this monarch, the women were 
recalled ; and something of their taste and ingenuity 
became soon visible in the Imperial table. Pheasants 
were served at Aix la Ckapelle with gilt spurs ; and 
peacocks were dished with their gorgeous tails in full 
fan. The service, says a chronicler, was attended, 
par des jeunes petits pages, chamarr€s d^or, et par 
de gentes pucelles. 

Admitted to the table, the women were soon found 
necessary to the government of the kitchen ; and fe- 

• At the coronation dinners of the Emperors of Germany at Aix-la- 
Chapelle mid Frankfort, the Imperial table was directed by the Nine 
Electors — the modem Kings of Europe — ^the Marquis of Brandeboui^, 
** comme grande chambellain, porte un bassin d'aijent avec aiguieres et 
des serviettes parfumees ; il donna I'eau sur les mains de TEmoereur. 
Le Palatin dn Rhin, portent quatre platft d^argent rempHs de vianaes, let 
posa devant TEmpennir ; puis le Roi de Boheme portaot un tasse rempli 
de vin, presenta & boire a TEmpereur." After the feast was over, thue 
illustrious valets were left to scramble for the plunder of the table.— 
** Creation de la Dignite Imperialej par Claude d^Alhoie," 
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males of the highest rank {les plus titries) occupied 
themselves with the interior of their households, in 
preparing aliment for their families, and for stranger 
guests. Amidst the barbaric pomp of their knightly 
husbands, some touches of refinement were thus in- 
troduced to vary the homeliness of their ancient fare. 
Under the deviceful imagiuation of the sex, eels ap- 
peared with the darts of serpents and the eyes of basi- 
lisks ; and dwarfs jumped out of pasties, with aultres 
joyeusU^es pareilles ; which, absurd as they may 
now appear, were then well fitted to set the table in a 
roar. 

Scarcely had the merchants of Venice re-intro- 
duced the spices into Europe, when the women intro- 
duced them into their domestic cookery ; and when 
the perfumes of Araby the blest breathed their odors 
over the ill-scented chambers of royalty, they were 
transported to the kitchen, till even the fish wsLSquel- 
quefois ctiit a Veaurose. 

But the Church also took a considerable part in 
culinary reform, and joined the women in forwarding 
the social entertainments of their flocks. The great 
abbeys were schools of gastronomy ; the learning of 
the Benedictines was applied to the refectory ; and 
many lady abbesses, canonized for their fasts and 
vigils, better deserved a place in the album sanctorum 
for their confectionary and their compounds. Monas- 
teries were indeed the asylums of culinary, as of all 
other learning ; and to this day " latin de cuisine?^ is 
applied to express what in English is called dog latin 
— as intimating the imperfect latinity of those friars, 
who, in their devotion to gastronomic studies, had 
necessarily become less perfect proficients in their hu- 
manities, than their brethren, who knew no other 
proof of the pudding than the eating. 

But, in spite of the priests and of the women, the 
progress of the art was slow and vascillating. Though 
the poiages must have been of early date in monas- 
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teries and in hospitals, soup, in its modern accepta- 
tion, was perhaps first historically noticed in the com- 
mencement of the fifteenth century. The charming 
chronicler, Monstrelet, describing the festivities on 
the marriage of Catharine de Valois with our Henry 
the Fifth, mentions that the Archbishop of Sens, at 
the head of a procession of the clergy of his-diocese, 
served up the soup and wine to the bridal chamber of 
the royal pair. 

About the same epoch, accident favored les droits 
de la bouchcj in France, by raising its ministers to a 
high position. During the insanity of Charles the 
Sixth, the Comte de St. Paul raised a militia in Paris 
of five hundred garfons bouchers, commanded by 
their own oflicers, the master proprietors of la boti- 
cherie. This corps, having fought well at the battle 
of Azincourt, retained their military grades and plun- 
der ; and from these knights of the marrowbones and 
cleaver, descended some of the noble houses of 
France — the illustrious families of Saint-Yon, Thi- 
beaut, " et autres,^^ says the chronicler, owe their 
origin to lagrande boucherie de Paris of the fifteenth 
century. 

If the servants of the abattoirs of Paris were thus 
mounting the baronial coronet, an English dueen 
(but a French woman) raised her cook to the rank of 
an English gentleman. Eleanor de Provence, the 
consort of Henry the Third of England, struck by 
the superior art of Richard de Norreys, her sergeant 
cook, induced the king to grant him the manor of 
Ockholt, or Ockwell, in Berkshire. From this emi- 
nent artist, so generously appreciated by his royal 
mistress, descended a family, which, in the days of 
Elizabeth, ranked high in the state ; and represented 
that class — their country's boastand pride — the gentry 
of England, under its most respected phasis. 

About one mile from the ancient town of Bray, 
immortalized in story by its versatile, yet ever-consist- 



XiC CORDON BLBtJ. S6 

eot vicar, stiil rises for the delight of the antiquary 
and the triumph of the gastronome, one of the most 
perfect and interesting specimens extant, of the old 
English manor-houses of the middle ages: it was 
erected by John de Norreys, the direct descendant of 
Richard, the queen's cook. John de Norreys be- 
queathed, by will, a lar^re sum for the completion of 
this mansion ; or, as he expresses it, for the ^' full 
building and making uppe of the suid chappel, witti 
the chambers adjoining, within my manor of Ocholt, 
in the parish of Bray, not yet finisfjed." Of the por- 
tions of this manor-house still existing, its gables, 
porches, and beautiful windows of six bays, the most 
remarkable feature is the quartering: of the arms of 
the historical cook with the armorial bearings of the 
proude t peers of England. Here, amono: the ante- 
lopes of Henry the Sixth, the eao^les of Margaret 
d'Anjou, the crests of the Biauforts, and the lambri^ 
quins of the Beauchamps, are still to be seen the 
beaver of Richard de Norreys, with the appropriate 
motto of " faithfully serve," borrowed from the calling 
of the founder of the family. 

The wars of the Roses were unfavorable to the 
arts ; and the English kitchen retrograded with the 
rest. The "household bokes," so carefully kept by 
the Lancasters, were lost or destroyed; though that 
of the old Countess of Hereford* is still extant; and 
the sensual but thriftless Yorks, as careless of their 
domestic details, as oi those of the state, left few lights 
behind them to ^uide the rescarclies of posterity. 
Still, Edward the Fourth, all voluptuary as he might 
be, was a cautious one ; and sinning by rule, he 
escaped the penalty of excess. *' The docteur of 
physique stondeth much in the kind's presence at his 
meles, counselling or answering to the king's grace, 
which diet is best according ; and to tell the nature 

* The grandmother of the immortal Henry the Fifth. 

3 
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and operation of all metes. And much he should 
talke with the steward, chanierlayn, asserver, and 
the maister cook, to devise, by counsayle, what metes 
and drinks is best according: with the king^t. 

The elevation of the Tudors, accompanied, as it 
probably was, by the introduction of Welsh mutton, 
formed an epoch in the science ; and, while it served 
the parsimonious habits of the seventh Henry, it may 
have afforded a not-neglected hint to his luxurious 
successor. But it was the feasts of the field of gold 
that gave a more decided impulse to culinary pro- 
gress in England, by the many and vast improve- 
ments, then and there borrowed from the cooks of 
more civilized France, which, even before the time 
of Louis the Eleventh, had preceded all the northern 
states in gastronomy. It was one of the Preux of 
that nation, who introduced the shalot from the plains 
of Ascalon ; and La belle chatelaine la dame de ses 
pens4es first employed it in the ragouts of her table. 
Parsley was brought from Italy, with the first rudi- 
ments of that Opera Buffa^ which still bears, in Paris, 
its original name ; while the saucisseuses of the fif- 
teenth century gave a promise of fame and fortune, 
from their manipulation of pork, which the charcfi- 
tiers of the seventeenth are well known to have real- 
ized. 

But the epoch of la renaissance (a term which has 
shed round Francis the First a glory denied him on 
the plains of Pavia) founded a professional chair for 
cookery, which has never since been vacated, in all 
the revolutions of French fortunes. Francis the 
First again, for the third time, brought back the wo- 
men to the court, whence the ferocious Louis the 
Eleventh had banished them. His Italian daughter- 
in-law, Catheriue de Medicis, being placed at the head 
of the royal household, brought to her lofty position 

t lathe Liber Niger, or household-book of Edward IV. 
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all thfi lif^his and science of the Italian ^'officei** 
then the first in the world. Confectionary, the poe* 
try of the kitchen, was at its acme ; and ies paiis* 
seurs de la Dauphine shed a glory on the whole or« 
der^ by the ingenuity they displayed in their archi- 
tectural and allegorical structures. They were soon 
incorporated into a company; and, in the reign of 
Charles the Ninth, the son of this foundress of Pari 
9ucr€^ they received a statute, " ou Von remarque h 
privilige defabriquer la pain d chanter messe.^^ 

The French cookery displayed in the field of gold 
made an obvious impression upon Wolsey, the great- 
est man, and most liberal Amphitryon of his age ; to 
whom his brute king was not worthy to be a scullion. 
He saw, at once, the advantage of a reform in the 
rude English kitchen ; and the '< Butcher's cur," the 
" honeste poore man's sonne," who, from the heights 
of his own great mind, must have looked down on 
the ferocious^descendant of Owen Tudor, soon intro- 
duced the elegancies of the French table among the 
other civilizing influences of learning and art. In 
his Palace of Hampton, the Cardinal Minister may 
be said to have established a college of gastronomy, 
of which the halls and offices still standing gire the 
best idea. They are the last subsisting monument in 
the country of priestly magnificence, and of the 
household arrangements of churchmen, at the time 
when they accumulated in the hands of the same in- 
dividual, the highest offices of the church and the 
state. 

Among the thousand domestics who crowded the 
yastness of Hampton Court, many were noble peers, 
knightly gentlemen, and gallant squires, 

" The liv'ryed army, and the menial lords." 

One domestic official there was who strutted in 
pre-eminent importance through its halls, in doublet 
and cloak of crimson velvet, rich gold chain, and 



88 LE CORDON FLEir. 

feathered cap, to whom men took off their bonnets as 
he passed, reverently observing, "There goes my 
lord cardinal's master cook." This personajje held 
under his rule two first and six under cooks, a yeo- 
man and groom of the larder, a yeoman and two 
grooms of the scullery, two yeomen and two grooms 
of the buttery, three yeomen and three pages in the 
cellary, two yeomen in the chandry, two yeomen and 
two grooms of the ewery, and two yeomen in the 
wafery.* 

To the sumptuoiis banquets prepared by this Vatel 
of the mighty and munificent churchman, the fairest 
ladies in Englandt were invited ; and they studied 
under his lessons the dishes and devices, which, pass- 
ing from Italy to France, afforded them opportunities 
for improving their own culinary sciencft — a science, 
which no great lady then neglected. What model 
sweetmeats must have been carried away ! What 
subjects of domestic discussion for the tapestry cham- 
bers and oriel windows of the country mansions, to 
which the delighted guests returned from these more 
than royal festivals ! 

The culinary traditions of Hampton Court were 
long preserved in the neighboring palace of Sheen. 
The nutritive and delkious crime a ta frav^ipane 
(borrowed from the receipts of Catherine de Mt*dicis) 
suggested, to one of the courtly maids of honor of 
the dying dueen Elizabeth, that mysterious delicacy 

* See an agreeable little volume by C. Jesse, E«q., Surveyor of Her 
MiBJesty's Parks and Palaces, entitled, ** A Summer's Day at Hampton 
Court." 

The recent regulations, by which the public is freely admitted to view 
the curious and interesting interior of that royal palace, without ** let or 
hindrance," or paying for their tickets at the door, does great honor to 
the present Administration. 

When will the reverend proprietors of Westminster Abbey take the 
Wntt 

t " This night he makes a supper, and a great one| 
To many lords and ladies : there will be 
The beauty of diis kingdom." 
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suited to her declining appetite and wasted health, 
which has reached posterity, under the name (marking 
the station of its ingenious inventor) of '< the Maid 
of Honor." 

For more than two centuries, successiFe genera- 
tions have offered their annual homage at the shrine 
of this noble cordon bleu, of the wafery of Richmond. 
The patron saint of hungry children, and of child* 
cramming mothers, still shares the triumphs of that 
exquisite spot, " which nature's choicest gifts adorn." 

While the haggis, cocky-leeky, and Scotch broth* 
introduced from Hofyrood House into Whitehall, by 
James tiie First, threw back English cookery to its 
brute elements, France steadily pursued the golden 
career, which had opened to her kitchen at the re- 
naissance, by the genius of her Italian dueen, and 
by the quick apprehensions of her spirituel women. 

From that epoch, says a learned and elegant writer 
on the subject, " €tant bien certain que les dames 
Franpaises se sent toujour s plus ou tnoins fn^lies 
de ce qui sefaisait dans leurs euisinesy on doit en 
conclure que c'est d leur intervention, qvHest due la 
prSeminence indisputable qu^a toujours sue en Eu^ 
rope la cuisine Franpaise, et qu^ elle a prineipale- 
wient acauise, par une quantity immense de prepara- 
tions recnerch €es, Ugires, etfriandes,dont lesfemmes 
seules ont pu concevoir Fid4e" 

Under these happy auspices, the gorgeous siide de 
Louis XIV. began ; and the gastronomic science, 
obeying the impulse of progression common to the 
period, the kitchen took its place beside the altar and 
the throne. Sumptuous banquets and royal f^tes 

• " I have consulted," says Doctor Hanter, ** Homer, Aristophanes* 
Aristotle, Atbenaeos, &c. &c. &c., in order to obtain some knowledge of 
the Grecian cookery, but have not been able to collect any thing worthy ef 
notice, beyond the blnek broth of Lacedsmon, which probably was the 
same as theep's-head broth, well known in our sister kingdom. *^C«llfMi 
FamvUUrix Medicina, 

3» 
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were not, however, the pierres de touckeof the highest 
effort of an of tlie times. It was for the petit convert 
of retired royally, it was for the soiipers fins of the 
elegant and the tasteful, that the artist brought for- 
ward his best skilt, and was emulous of rival supe- 
riority. Madame de Sevijine's poulard and plat de 
leg^imes (enjoyed with the Rochefoucaulds, and the 
La Fayettes, in her Hotel de Carnavalet,) were as 
exquisitely dressed, as the most eomplicated dishes of 
the strand convert of Tersailles. ^ 

The declining years of Louis the Fourteenth 
brought with them a decline of appetite and of taste ; 
and he was so subject to weaknesses of the stomach, 
that a specieaof cordial was invented for his use by 
Madame de Maintenon, consisting of distilled spirits, 
sugar^ orange flowers, and other perfumes. This was 
t?he origin of the various modern compounds known 
by the general name of liqueurs — the " chasse" — 
without which there is no chance of digestion for the 
bigb-bori) and wealthy of our own times. The suc- 
cess of this invention origir>ated a school- of valetu- 
dinarian cooks, of which Madame de Maintenon was 
the foundress. Her famous cdtelettes en papillotes, 
which protected the stomach against grease, and Louis 
le Grand from indigestion, spared liim from many a 
fit of bile and penitence, and increased the influence 
of the favorite, to the despair of Louvois, and of the 
princesses, and to the triumph of Perela Chaise and 
the Jesuits. 

The charming and very espi^gle Princesse de Conti 
had almost exhausted her art in the attempt to save 
her husband and brothernn-law from the King's re- 
sentment, and from that punishment which their vices 
were drawing on themj when she suddenly thought 
of attacking the royal mercy through the royal, 
stomach ; and invented the famous dish, still so 
popular in France, under the style and title of Carr€ei 
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de mont&n d la Covti* This was a dish in which 
the coarser fat and fibre disappear, under the flavor 
of the natural juices, and of hovqnets de fines herbes^ 
mushroonns, and anchovies. The whole was so di- 
gested in the casserol, that it left nothing for the royal 
organs to perform, save to enjoy. 

The old king threw aside his insipid votage it la 
vierge (a palling pur^e of chicken, veal, cream, and 
eggs) and fell upon his piquant carr^ with the appt*tite 
of former times, when his en cas de miit (a cold fowl) 
was left at his bed-side, lest he should awake hungry. 
The court was amazed at his lenity to the trimes of 
the Conti and Bourbon ; and Madame de Maintenon 
becoming alarmed, called the Pere la Chaise to her 
aid. The result of this consultation was the ^^Canard 
au Pire Douillef^ which then first took its place at 
the royal table \ and the king's conscience was 
awakened by it to a new sense oi^orthodox cookery. 
Thenceforth, every new dish came labelled with^ti 
saintly name ; and the many excellent morceaux d la 
See. Menihould date from the reign of the Saint 
Fran^oise de Maintenon. * 

If the science remained stationary during the last 
unfortunate days of Louis the Fourteenth, it took a 
rapid stride under the Regency, when some of the 
greatest ladies of the day lent thek names to dishes 
of their invention or adoption . Piqu€esy d^une finesse 
extreme^ were ascribed to the Duchesse de Berri ; 

* The language of cookery is French, as that of medicine is Latin. I 
will not prjesume, therefore, to spoil the Princess's receipt by translating 
it. " Appropriez un carr^ de mouton, en levant les peaux qui se trouvent 
surle filet; prenez un quarteron de petit lard bien entrelard^ anchois 
lav^s ; coupez les en lardons, et les maniez avec un peu de gros poivre, 
deux ecbalottes, persil, siboule une feuiile de laurier, quatre de basalic, 
feuilles d'astragon, tous hacb^s en poudrc ; lardez tout le filet avec le 
lard et les anchois ; mettez le carr^ dans une casserole ; mouillez avec un 
verre de vin blanc, autant de bouillon ; degraissez la sauce, et mettez gros 
comme un noix de beurre, maniee avec un pince de farine ; iaites tier la 
sAuce sur le feu, et le servez sur le carr6"— " and was not thai a dainty 
dish to lay befpoe a king." 
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and the Dinde trvff€ was brought into vo^ue by the 
pretty wife of a Fermier-General,* to the consumraa- 
tion of high cookery and the injury of weak diges- 
tions. 

The reign of Louis the Fifteenth, with its long 
peace, was favorable to female influence in the cabinet 
and in the kitclien ; and the order and regularity in 
which a modern table is served in the palaces of 
royalty, and the mansions of the great, date from that 
epoch. 

The petits soupers of Marli surpassed in elegance 
and refinement its ^^ grands collations'^ in the last 
days of Louis Q.uatorze. The great ladies of the 
court purchased the inventions of dishes from some 
obscure cook of genius ; and edited Matelottes and 
Salmis, as great English ladies now edit or appropri- 
ate works of far less taste and science. 

The Princesse de Soubise lent her historical name 
to that excellent dish, which first brought the puHe 
d^oignon into fashion ; and proved that the greatest 
vegetable condiment of the kitchen might be deprived 
by art of all that was offensive in its odor, without 
k^ing the piquant acidity of its flavor. 

The success of the Cdielette a la Smibiscj and the 
the rising favor of its inventress, alarmed theambitious 
jealousy of the celebrated Duchesse de Mailly. She 
•aw something behind the cutlet greater than the 
cutlet ; and, recalling the old spirit of political in<^ 
trigue of the Soubise women in the former reign, 
which had so long agitated all Europe, she resolved 
to meet the princess on her own ground ; and she 
gave to the royal menus and to the world her immor- 
tal gigot d la Maillyt ! I 

In the reign of Louis the Sixteenth, the alimen- 
tary philosophy bad reached the very acme of its per- 

* Tbe fint turkey was broagbt iDto France in 1570, and was served at 
the table of Catherine de Medicis, at the marriage sapper of her son^ 
Charles the Ninth.— ^e< Almanack des CometiiUUj 1776. 
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feciihiUty ! Cookery assumed all the di^iify of a 
science, and stood half-way between physic and 
chemistry. The most distinguished ^at^an^* did not 
think it heneath their consequence to occupy them- 
selves with its processes ; and they every where intro- 
duced improvements, from the simple pot au fen of 
the poor mechanic, up to the elaborate combinations 
which are served in dishes of crystal and vases of 
gold.t 

The lans^uage of the kitchen then became as po- 
lished as that of les belles lettre^ : cookery-books 
and '* almanacs" were composed with the wit of Vol- 
taire and the graces of Sevivne. Receipts for purees 
were written with the purisms of the academy ; petiis 
plais were named "epr^oframs ;" and the very genius 
of pastoral poesy reigned over the technicalities of 
the second course and the dessert. Women of all 
classes now aspired to mingle (in the most material 
sense of the words) the utile dulci ; and, while great 
ladies exercised themselves in drawing out elaborate 
bills of fare, with a unity of design that would have 
well become an epic poem, those of humbler houses, 
where no chef was kept, rivalled ihe master-spirits of 
the times by their inventions, and gave their names 
to some of the best dishes of the age. << La Cuisine 
Bourgeoise" was published in the latter part of the 
reign of Louis the Sixteenth ; and it required all the 
wit of La Reyniere to make head against one of the 
best cookery-books ever published for the edification 
of posterity. 

The pretensions of the sex to meddle with an art, 

* No man can be a good physician who has not a competent knowledge 
of cookery; and in this I am supported by every eminent physician 
from Hippocrates to Sydenham. — Du. Hunter, Culina Famulatrix 
Medicina. 

t The wholesome pot au feu of the lower orders in France might b«in- 
troduced with incalculable benefit among the same classes in England ; 
"for, after all, the stomach is the chief organ of the human system r and 
upon iu state the powers and feelings of each individual mainly depend.*' 
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for which, it is said, << nature had never intended 
them," produced, however, a violent opposition on 
the part of their masters ; and Madame de Genlis, 
having boasted that she had taught a German Count 
at Vienna to dress seven delicions French dishes, in 
return for his hospitality, she drew down upon her 

{^resumption the sarcasms of the cdterie de Hoi bach, 
t was accordingly predicted that the cuisinieres of 
Paris would soon usurp the chairs of the chefs ; the 
precieuses of the pantry were subjected to general 
ridicule," and 

Tout Fran^aise, si ce que jMmagine 
Salt, bien ou mal, faire une cuisine, 

was an epigram borrowed from a fashionable comedy 
of the day, and in every body's mouth. 

But the women persevered ; and the order of the 
Cordon Bleu was founded, which passed through the 
storms of the revolution, of the restoration, and les 
trois jours, still flourishing in France, when all other 
orders have been trampled underfoot. 

England, meantime, made so little progress in the 
culinary art, that the household which could not 
afford to import a French cook remained where the 
wisdom of its ancestors had left it in 1688. Queen 
Anne, however, though a dull woman and a weak 
sovereign, was a divine-righted cook. The kitchen, 
not the cabinet, was her vocation. There, indeed, 
she admitted no rival near the throne; there no 
Duchess of Marlborough ruled her counsels, no Mrs. 
Masham undermined them. There she found her 
own level ; and all who are acquainted with the culi- 
nary literature of the day, or who possess a cookery- 
book published by Tonson or by Curl, will find that 
by far the best receipts, in their prescriptions for indi^ 
gestion, are those headed with, ** after Q,ueen Anne's 
fashion." " La Heine Anne €toit tris gourmand^ et 
ne d€daignaU pas d s'eniretenir avecson cuisinierj^^ 
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says a French historian of the kitchen ; and, it is 
eurious to add, that Lord Bolingbroke, with whom 
her majesty secretly worked for the overthrow of the 
Whigs, and the restoration of the Pretender, was 
married to the favorite niece of the great inventress 
of the cdteleites a la Maintetion. 

The accession of the House of Hanover did little 
for cookery. The Fatimas of the seraglios of the 
two first Georges, good fussy Frows, hourr^es with 
their German kitchen, were little calculated to im- 
prove the taste of the nation in any respect ; and the 
fine gentlemen, the travelled men of the day, the 
Chesterfields, the Walpoles, and the Montagues, 
preached the pre-emineuce of France in all matters 
of social enjoyment — from the kitchen to the boudoir, 
from a toilet to a tourte. At their dictation, it soon 
became an admitted axiom that, to procure a good 
dinner in England, it was necessary to procure a good 
cook from France — that the most paltry second-rate 
gargotier of a Parisian restaurant was preferable 
to the best cook, male or female, bred in the English 
kitchen. 

This universal preference of the foreigner preserved 
and increased the deficiencies in which it arose. En- 
glish cookery, if in any respect it remained station* 
ary, derived the advantage from the fact that it could 
scarcely retrogade: till, ^nally,the wars of the French 
Revolution, by cutting off all communication with 
the Continent, caused the memory to fade even of the 
material elements of gusto^ in the land, where, though 
there were twenty religions, there was but one sauce,* 
and that one — melted butter ! 1 ! Fines herbes were 
no longer known in the English garden ; gravies 
were made with water, entries were cooked on blazing 

* The saucy Neapolitan who made tljis remark of " our own, our native 
land," would have shown more philosophy, had he been shocked at the 
characteristic of his own country, which, though it could boast of twenty 
sauces, had but one religion. 
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fires, and black pepper and allspice were the sovereign 
condiments. Salads were dressed with cream and 
hard eagrs, and soups (reserved for great occasions) 
were flavored with ketclmp, and seasoned with Cay- 
enne. Mrs. Glass's vohime of hashes and hodge- 
podges became the church and state manual of ortho- 
dox cookery ; and was not to be superseded, even by 
Kitchener's once popular kitchen-stuff; so that the 
actor, Quin's, sarcastic summary of a particular din- 
ner, might have been adopted as auniversal definition 
of all ordinary feasting — '' The soup was cold, the 
ice hot, and every thing sour in the house, but the 
vinegar." 

Such was the state of things, when the fall of Na- 
poleon jrave peace to Europe. The royal Amphitryon 
of En2:land had, indeed, possessed great views for the 
elevation of the national kitchen ; but he wanted the 
supplies. He had imported the immortal Careme, 
and had implored his assistance in the revival of the 
art, as Louis the Sixteenth had called on Necker to 
restore the ruined finances of France. Careme 
came !^-he came, he saw ; but he could not conquer. 
The ponderous batterie of Brighton (that Woolwich 
of the kitchen) shone out, in its vast armament of po- 
lished coppers, in vain ! Troops of chuckle-headed 
little English aides, plump and platter- faced, as the 
Ctfpldons bouffis of the days of Louis the Fourteenth, 
were no aids to him; and hecatombs of constitutional 
Enirlish beef, and oceans of passive obedient fish, 
which came to be caught within view of the kiosks 
of the Pavilion, invoked the genius of the enlightened 
foreigner to no purpose. To use his own expression, 
he was ** sovffoqu^P 

Careme could not but perceive at a glance that he? 
had a school, not to reform, but to create. There 
were no abuses, because there were no uses. He 
looked out at the Smithfield tires of the royal elabo- 
ratory ; and he thought of the peiits feux and petxts 
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fours of France ! He listened, and discovered that 
there was no language capable of expressing the ideas 
which he would have communicated. He found that 
he had a vocabulary to invent, a grammar to compose; 
and he shrank from the herculean labor imposed upon 
him. 

But, above all, he discovered that the women of 
England knew nothing of his art; that the presiding 
deities of the Pavilion scarcely rose above Cowslip^ 
appreciation of a roasted duck, with its coarse and 
predominating accompaniment ot sa^ and onion. 
He heard, no doubt^ with horror and dismay, that the 
culminating point o{ political cookery and coquetry 
of the great dame du palais of the Kegency, was a 
plain peppered cutlet {anglice a mutton-chop) which 
the English Louis the Fourteenth. went daily in his 
plain chariot to lunch upon — tout son saoul ! 

Careme, " dont Vkonneur fnt dans ses faumaux^^ 
sent in his resignation ; and his answer to the inqui- 
ries of French frieqds why he had left so distin- 
guished a service, is well known : CTesi que la cuisine 
de son aliesse Royd^le, est trop bourgeoise. 

The opening of the continent brought the nobility 
and the gentry of the British empire in multitudes, 
unequalled since the Crusades, to the great metropolis 
of gustatory excellence ; and when thejr returned 
from the altars of Very to their own domestic hearths, 
they were as unable to relish the legitimate kitchen, 
as they were to sit out the legitimate drama of their 
native country. To the noble and the wealthy, fo- 
reign cooks, as usual, were easily attainable, at a cost 
triple the income they gave to the learned members 
of the Universities, who educated their sons, and at 
six times the reward they bestowed on the accom- 
plished women who brought up their daughters. 
But the mass of travellers who had equally acquired 
all the elegant tastes of foreign refinement, could not 
afford to entertain a chef and his legions of subaltern 
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bonnet-blancs ; and were thus thrown beyond the 
lines of continental cookery. 

The social want of the times, however, brought its 
remedy along with it ; and the re- action was astound- 
ing. Then it was that the clubs arose, houses of 
refuge to destitute celibacy, chapels of ease to discon- 
tented husbands. There, men could dine like gentle- 
men and christians, upon all the friandises of the 
French kitchen, much cheaper and far more whole- 
somely, than at their own tables, upon the tough half- 
sodden fibres of the national roast and boiled, or on 
the hazardous resources of calf's head hash, gravy 
soup, and marrow puddings. Moral England gave 
in. The English " home," that temple of the heart, 
that centre oi all the virtues, was left to the solitary 
enjoyment of the English wives ; and the whole hus- 
bandry of England migrated to those s])lendid Duo- 
mos, served by priests bred in the cells of Les frires 
Robert, or educated in the cloisters of the Cancale. 

From that moment, Almack's lost its prestige; 
dowdies now "stept" in where angels feared to tread ! 
tickets, once sued for in vain by suppliant duchesses, 
were repelled by second-class dowagers for their 
daughters, in the motherly consideration that 

** Where none were beaux, 'twere base to be a belle :" 

for younger brothers and ci-devant exquisites do not 
fQl the ball-room, "as well as better men." 

To your casserols, then, women of Britain. Would 
you, " with a falconer's voice," lure your faithless 
tassels back again, apply to the practical remedy of 
your wrongs, proceed to the reform of your domestic 
government, and turn your thoughts to that art, 
which, coming into action every day in the year 
during the longest life, includes within its circles the 
whole philosophy of economy and order, the preser* 
vative of good health, and of the tone of good society, 
all peculiarly within your province ! The greatest 
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women of all ages — from a Sarah to a Sevign^ — have 
not disdained its study and its practice. One quarter 
of the time which you now give to << nicknaming 
God's creatures" upon canvass, if devoted to the phi- 
losophy of your larders and your pantries, to the doc- 
trines of a pure culinary literature, would furnisli 
your husbands' tables with elegance and science, from 
which slovenly ignorance now drives them to other 
and better dinners. Open then forthwith seminaries, 
not merely for catechisms and spiritual metaphysicSi 
so difficult to infant digestion, but for culinary in- 
struction and physical amelioration, facile to the com* 
prehension of all. Establish model schools, and found 
chairs for the dissemination of that eminently useful 
knowledge, the knowled^ by which we may eat to 
live, with safety and satisfaction. Provide for tbtt 
sufficient education of a convenient number of abU- 
bodied young women, and for sending them forth as 
missionaries through the benighted provinces of the 
empire ; — and when, through the philosophic re- 
searches of these female seminarists, maxims shall be 
attained to form a volume of reports, some female 
Bentham may yet arise to complete the good work, 
by an encyclopedic code, that will supersede forever 
the false guides and erring prophets of the old Eng- 
lish kitchen ;* and prove tliat one exquisite little din- 
ner, (the table round, the guests few) if dressed with 
science and illumed by wit, is worth all the great 
feasts and fastidious banquets, that ever were given, if 
considered as a means to the great end of bringing 
those together, whom God has joined, and family 
dinners have put asunder. 

* Je ne regardeiai point les tcienees suffisaroment represent^s, (said 

the PreHident H de P to the celebrated La Place) tatit que je ne 

verrai pas un cuisinier sieger a la premiere place, de rinatitut. 
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A FIRST LESSON IN READING. 

" Oh reader — if that thou canst read." 

" If that thou canst read ?" a strange question, that, 
for the nineteenth century, amidst tract and educa- 
tion societies of every faith and form. The doubt, 
however, it implies may he justified. True it is, we 
have schools of all calibres, BelPs schools, Lancaste- 
rian schools, infant schools, and schools "for grown 
gentlemen," Bible schools, with note and comment, 
and Bible schools without note and comment, Sunday 
schools, evening schools, &c., &c. Even polemics 
have become the handmaids of literature ; if not for 
mutual instruction, for mutual annoyance, — for mak- 
ing the gospel of peace the medium for evolving all 
manner of sectarian hatreds and dissensions. But, 
all this notwithstandinof, there is no going beyond 
statistical fact ; and the Parliamentary commissioners 
have a field before them, of which in our patriotism 
we cannot think without a blush. 

Our meaning, though, goes a little deeper, and looks 
further into the national condition, than concerns 
mere primary instruction. 

It is not every one who has overcome the difficul- 
ties of Dilworth and Lindley Murray, that needs not 
a literary go-cart; nor are all emancipated from the ne- 
cessity for additional tuition, who might laugh at the 
poor Welsh curate, of whom it is related, that, making 
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no hand of the Hebrevir names of the Old Testament, 
he told his parishioners that << hard name went unto 
hard place." The art of reading is by no means so 
mechanical a process. 

Montaigne, who in many particulars ffot the start 
of the age in which he lived, has placed this matter 
in its proper light, and will, without further detail| 
explain the meaning of the enigma. " J'ay leu^^ he 
says, " en Tile Live cent choses que tel rHy a pot 
leu : Plutarque a leu cent^ (nitre ce que fy ai sceu 
lire ; ei a Padventure, ce que fauleur y a mis.^ 

Scarcely any two people read the same book pre^ 
cisely alike ; every one spelling and putting it toge* 
ther, after the measure of sense, which nature and art 
hare stored his mind withal, as Whittington read the 
ringing of the church-bells. Of this we need no fat* 
ther proof, than the various and contradictory mean* 
ings, which the several party reviews contrive to pick 
out of the same volume. There is many an S. T. P« 
who has gotie half through his college library, with* 
out having mastered the contents of a single volume^ 
not to speak of Xh^ " ce que Pauleur riy a mis^^ which 
the man who knows how to read, would infallibly 
have discovered. 

As for the mass of everyday readers, they run ovet 
the type^ pretty much like the compositor, without 
even perceiving that it has a meaning ; and there is 
scarcely one in a hundred of them ten paces in ad* 
vance of a wight, of CambridgB celebrity, who, 
having diligently perused the entire volume of Eu- 
clid, declared that it was an amusing book enough, 
but that he could make nothing of the pictures ; for 
^o he called the diagrams. 

It cannot, then, but beconsideied a wise ordinatioil 
of Providence (all the ordinations of Providmce are 
wise in man's presumptuous imagination, when they 
happen to chime in with his comforts, and }iim(p 
with bis interests) that men should in the eouise w 

4* 
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nature buy books first, and set about reading them 
afterwards. What between the books which are above 
the average reading powers of the public, and those 
which are too easily understood, and speak unpleasant 
trutlis too plainly, by far the best and most serviceable 
volumes would remain unsold, if the order of things 
were inverted, and purchasers were not compelled to 
deal for a pig in a poke. Still worse would be the fate 
of that very numerous class of publications, which 
are positively without a meaning; <^for true no 
meaning" puzzles more than the most abstruse sense. 
What, then, would become of the race of those who 
live by their pen ? Nature, however, is kind; and 
bibliopoly has not gone to the dogs. 

The art of reading being thus imperfectly under- 
stood, and its knowledge thus narrowly diffused, it is 
no more than common charity in the bookseller to 
assist his customers ia^ their difficulties; and this, 
probably, was the " moving why" that first tempted 
the trade to dabble so largely in reviews — a class of 
publications expressly adapted to the service of those 
who cannot read for themselves. A review is to the 
intellect what a pair of spectacles is to the eyes ; and 
without its assistance, printing might as well be con- 
fined to the advertising of Macassar oil, or giving 
circulation to Burgess's fish sauce. Between the ig- 
norance, the wilfulness, and the pre-occupation of 
readers in general (the present company always ex- 
cepted) a book may be thiimbed till its pages are 
reduced to dog's ears, without the student becoming 
"any the wiser," if the way to the interior and mystic 
sense of the author be not macadamized, made straight 
in the desert, and cleared from verbiage, by the lucu- 
brations of a professed critic. 

There are many books of the greatest celebrity in 
literature, concerning whose readings the world is far 
from being generally agreed. There is, for example, 
Machiavelli's « Prince," which GSdipus himself could 
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nomoredevelope,thana spaniel can unroll a hedgehog. 
One half of mankind say, that it is a most nefarious 
manual of tyranny, a cold-blooded estimate of the 
ways and means of despotism ; while the other half 
understand it as a lesson of tyrannicide, a Jacobinical 
denunciation of the cruel practices, by which social 
order is maintained in half the churches and states of 
Europe. Then, there is the " Divina Comntedia^^ of 
Dante, which statesmen, scholars, and philosophers, 
have spelled, generation after generation, from the 
hour when it was first written, without suspecting 
that it was a political satire, till Signor Rosetti flashed 
the truth upon them, in his learned and very ingenious 
commentary; a sure proof, that "m diebus illis^ 
there was no Attorney-general, or Constitutional So- 
ciety in Florence, to "teach the boys to read." 

The ancients were much more modest than we are, 
in their estimate of their own powers of reading. 
Pliny tells us, that Appian,.the grammarian, (in his 
despair, probably of mastering the art by his own 
unassisted powers), applied to the devil to teach him 
to read, evoking' spirits, and compelling them to aid 
him in his critical studies. It is probable, however, 
that having, by means of the father of lies, got at the 
truth, he was afraid of a state prosecution ; for he 
kept the " the ghost's word" scrupulously to himself.* 
If all that has been said of ancient authors be true, 
there is nothing so strange in this diffidence of Appian. 

The works of Homer, we are told, contain all the 
principles of all the sciences f-^ and this throws some 
light upon Jacotot's child-killing dogma, that all 
things are implicitly contained in Telemachus, though 
that far-famed volume is indeed but a flat parody of 
the Odyssey, and Calypso, qui ne peuvoit se cansaler 

* Plin. 1. XXX., cap. 2. The text a&ys "seque evocasse umbrfM ad 
percontandum Homerunit qu& patrid, qulbusque parentilMs genitus 
etset r' but this could not have been all, for be adds, ** dod tvnen i 
profiiteri quod eibi responsiijise diceret. 

t BlackwelPs Life of Homer. 
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du depart W Ulysse was not half so ennuy€e as the 
schoolboy condemned to wade through its lusipidity. 

Not, however, but there are cases in which the 
moderns are as much at fault as the darkest of the 
ancients. Is there any man sufficiently single-hearted, 
to believe that he can read all that is enveloped in 
the nothingness of a king's speech ; or can compre- 
hend the elaborate profundity of an liarangue on the 
state of the nation 1 Who, unpossessed of second 
sight, would pretend to read (in the proper sense of 
the word) the thousand expositions of the Apocalypse, 
or the protocols of modern diplomacy? 

This discovery of the difficulty of reading throws 
a light on the quotations, so frequently occurring in 
polemical works, which tell directly against the argu- 
ment in hand. It cannot be presumed that such 
passages have been cited at second band *, first, be- 
cause it would be uncharitable ; and, secondly, because 
it would be unfair — hanc veniam petimus damus^ 
que vicissim. On the other hand, people never argue, 
like Mrs. Malaprop, against themselves, if they cau 
help it. When,. therefore, so much only of a sentence 
or paragraph is taken, as may appear convenient, and 
the hostile clauses are omitted, we are not to set it down 
as bad faith, and to a foolish confidence that the read- 
er's idleness will prevent fiis consulting the original, 
but loyally believe that the author has misread his 
authority. 

There is not a more palpable mistake, than the ima- 
gining professional criticisms to be written withaview 
to enlighten the authors, whom they castigate. An 
author is the natural prey of a critic ; and a reviewer 
Cares no more (or the whole race, than a fox does for 
a hen and chickens. Their vituperation has another 
motive, to instruct, namely, their subscribers how to 
read, and to lead them (by the nose) to those conclu- 
sions, to which, if left to themselves, they would never 
arrive. This is one of those " v€riUs veritables^^ oi 
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which Napoleon spoke, and of which there are so few 
in the world. 

It is, moreover, the difficulty in reading, the inabili- 
ty of penetrating the mystery of things, and discoyer- 
ing on which side one*s bread is biittered, that has 
throwncertain governments on the necessity of hiring, 
at such exorbitant prices, sense-keepers for the nation, 
over which they rule. The restored dynasty of 
France employed a countless host of Jesuits, both of 
the long and the short robe, as a literary gens cTar- 
fnerie, for cutting down ail passages above the level 
of public comprehension, (as if ideas were of no more 
value, than simple citizens), — for extinguishing such 
"lights" as " lead astray," — and for explaining to the 
people the manner in which they should read those few 
books which are not al^olutely forbidden. 

If in this art, we English are comparatively be- 
hindhand, it must be either for the want of a few Je- 
suits and censors, or because we are a nation of shop- 
keepers, and have no time for study. Ledgers must 
be posted; the main chance must be looked after; and 
we are glad to make use of ready-made interpreters, 
upon whose sagacity we may pin our faith, while we 
are paying an uninterrupted worship at the shrine of 
Mammon. Unluckily, these our teachers are never 
alt in a story. If conspiracy comes, as an Irish bar- 
rister once asserted, from " coti, to breathe, and spiroj 
together," they must be acquitted of the charge alto- 
gether. A consultation of lawyers or physicians could 
not ex luce darefumnm, more distinctly. 

The people, therefore, unable to read for them- 
selves, and deprived of instructors to give them any 
certain and fixed direction, are blown about by every 
wind of doctrine, and are the dupes of every one, who 
finds it worth his while to mystify them. They pore 
over the pages of a volume with great earnestness and 
zeal, and swallow the words straight on, without 
spelling or skipping ; but when they come to ^^finisj^ 
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they know no more of the essence of the subject, 
than Mrs Shandy. Accordingly, they are constantly 
at fault, and lapse into such signal errors, as are no 
where else to be met withamong civilized communities. 

In putting forth these opinions on scholarship, 
nothing is intended with reference to the ^reat cause 
pending between the biblicals and the establishment. 
Let the expert decide whether religion be more de- 
graded by the license of the fifth monarchy-men and 
the modern Southcotians, or by the arrogant intole- 
rance of the partizans of an infallible authority. One 
may have one's own leanings, no doubt, like other 
folks, and yet let the milkmaid kiss her cow, if 
" Heavy Ralph," the ploughman, or some other more 
acceptable biped, be not at hand to attract her prefe- 
rence. If there be those who think that they can 
read, and not only read, but <' mark, learn, and in- 
wardly digest," the dark words of the book of the 
law, without note and comment, they have free per- 
mission to indulge in the conceit ; — ^provided they do 
not make a precedent of the case, and, pretending to 
more knowledge than they possess in lay literature, 
set up for teachers themselves. In other words, they 
are welcome to take the " primrose path" to the other 
world, if they please ; but let them knock down the 
funds, blow up the orthodox, and turn Noodledum out 
of windows. 

So, too, of their opponents, if they insist upon it, 
that the essence of the law is too refined for ordinary 
intuition, they have full leave to '< compile and 
compile" for its illustration, provided they will let 
ottiers do the same, and not insist on cramming their 
own expositions down the throats of the unwilling, 
as exclusively trustworthy. 

Having disposed of that very ticklish subject, mo- 
dern polemics, the law of the case requires, also, a 
paragraph, in order to satisfy the world that there is 
nothmg in it hostile to the fundamental and sapient 
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maxim of British jurisprudence, ^^Ignormntia legis 
nan excusat.^ This maxim is no other authority for 
any presumed facility in the art of reading, because 
the longest life would not suffice for the mere manual 
operation of perusing the statutes, while not even the 
most learned of the profession pretend to have tho- 
roughly read them in our sense of the word. Besides, 
the unwritten law, constituting a floating capital of 
pains and penalties too subtle to be permanently fund- 
ed in black and white, has nothing whatever to do 
with reading, and can only be known by an especial 
grace, and a regular course of Temple legs of mutton. 

The meaning of the dogma, then, is this, that di- 
vine Providence, having bountifully provided society 
with attorneys and counsel learned in the law,any man 
may, at the small charge of £2 2^., and a bill of costs, 
be duly advised on the specialty, as often as he may 
choose to exercise his free will, by putting his foot be- 
yond the castle walls of his own house. To be igno- 
rant of the law, in any particular, with such facilities 
for acquiring information, is wholly inexcusable. 
The law is, indeed, the perfection of human reason ; 
and nothing can be more reasonable than such a de- 
cision ! 

The purposes for which books are consulted are 
various, and the art of reading varies accordingly. 
Some persons read only to propitiate sleep ; and with 
them the whole art of reading lies in the choice of 
the books ^ a circumstance that may safely be trusted 
to instinct. Baker's Chronicles will answer as well 
as the be^. 

For those readers who, in Hamlet's phrase, seek 
nothing in books but "words, words, words," and 
who never arrive at the idea of a complete sentence, 
there are a number of prettily-printed, highly-illus. 
trated volumes, which will occupy their time perfectly 
and pleasantly. The market being large, the supply 
is abundant ; and the purchaser has only to complain 
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of the embarras de richesse. But, for those readers 
who, ia the act of perusal, think that they are think- 
ing, who have a propensity of looking into cniU-stones, 
and who will not be contented with less than the 
essence of things, reading is a very serious concern ; 
and, if they mean to win the race, they must be care- 
ful not to bolt at the starting place. 

Let such be duly convinced that the value of every 
book rests upon the intelligence of the reader, and 
that, unless the author^s ideas are already implicitly 
in his mind, he will not read the book with effect. 

" Ce qui fait" says Champfort, " le succ€s de 
quantity d'ouvrages, est le rapport qui se trouve 
entr6 la midiocriti, des id€es de Vauteur^ et le m€- 
diocrit€ des idies du public^ Such works find an 
echo in almost every bosom. The ordinary reader 
feels himself in his own element. He does not meet 
with a mystery in every sentence, and a conundrum 
in every paragraph. He is not obliged at ever page 
to " give it up," and run to a commentator for an ex- 
planation. 

Let every reader, then, who desires to understand, 
examine caTefiiWy ^^ quid valeant humeri," and not 
venture out of his depth before he has learned to 
swim. The neglect of this rule leads to much unpro- 
fitable reading ; as in the case of that mathematician, 
who, after perusal of the Paradise Lost, discovered 
too late that it " proved nothing." Let not the unsus- 
pecting Whig, therefore, meddle with the columns of 
the Standard. Let not Theodore Hook commit flirta- 
tion with Jeremy Bentham, whose workS he will 
assuredly find no joke. Let the Moores and the 
Campbells eschew all treatises on the steam-engine, 
and let every man of sense avoid the transcendental- 
ists like a pestilence. 

But the choice of books is not always, alas I in our 
own possession. Accident, fashion, the absurd zeal 
of a patronizing friend, are constantly thrusting 
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Toluroes mal apropos down an unwilling throat ; ox 
the necessity of answering objections may lead to the 
same disagreeable result. A second rule, thereforei 
is necessary to meet these cases, and that is, ever to 
read such books rigidly and uncompromisingly in 
your own system. All. facts militating^ against your 
own opinions .are to be disbelieved, explained away, 
or disregarded ; all deductions; hostile to your precon- 
ceived ideas, are to be set down as illogical ; and the 
plainest and most obvious sentiments of the author 
are to be construed as containing a concealed and 
mischievous meaning. 

No book, more especially, can be read with eflect 
till the politics of the author are known. He is no 
good workman who finds it necessary to express in 
words all that he m^ans to convey ; and the subaudi- 
tions and inferences of a clever writer are so much 
the more important, because they sink into the mind, 
without passing through the eye ; and, therefore, 
they betray the judgment, without touching the 
conscience. But the politics of the author, like the 
subdominant and dominant in music, determine 
the key in which he is playing, and decide the har- 
mony of the peace. Without this key, the reader 
will certainly mistake the meaning of many and many 
a passage. 

Thus •'« piety,'' with a Sachgverel, means hating a 
dissenter ; with a Fenelon, it has a more primitive 
signification. Thus, also, when a country squire 
talks of social order, he is to be read as meaning the 
game laws. << Good government" not long ago meant 
Gatton and old Sarum ; and <^ loyalty" was equiva* 
lent with place and pensi9n. 

In more modern times, the difficulty of reading 
has been vastly increased byfhe unsteady application 
of words in different senses, on different occasions, 
and at different^places. A speech delivered to consti- 
tuents, or at the Goldsmiths' company, is not to be 

VOL. I. 5 
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interpreted as if the sentiments were uttered in a cabi- 
net council ; and an oration which is perfectly inno- 
cent pro populOf would be irrational and dangerous if 
delivered with closed doors ad clerum. 

If the reader happens to belong to the same party 
as his author, let him take all equivocal ejcpressions 
in the Johnsonian definitions of the words ; but, in 
the other case, let him incontinently translate them 
into their opposites : for piety, read superstition ; for 
social order, read oligarchical tyranny ; for good go- 
vernment, understand the six acts ; and, for loyalty, 
read slavish submission to the predominant faction. 

Furthermore, by well weighing an author's posi- 
tion, you may penetrate still deeper into his more re- 
condite philosophy, and understand not only his book, 
but himself, into the bargain. Thus, if the author of 
a red-hot pamphlet be a parson, you may be sure that 
in publishing, he looks principally to church prefer- 
ment. If a young physician write on some particu- 
lar mineral sprino:, the object of his book is clearly to 
monopolize the practice of the place where the water 
is to be drunk. If a briefless barrister publish an 
essay on finance, he certainly is endeavoring to prove 
that he is the fittest man in the world for a place un- 
der government. If he writes a commentary on 
Burn's justice, he intends to become a county chair- 
man. 

Another rule never to be neglected in the reading 
of any work, is to bear in mind that a certain conside- 
rable portion of all is dedicated expressly to the de- 
cencies of society ; such are the tirades on virtue, 
patriotism, and religion ; on the excellence of our 
glorious constitution and the wisdom of the aristo- 
cracy ; on respect for the liberty of the press, or the 
liberty of the subject, hearts of oak, and the battle of 
Waterloo. It is a great and a frequent balourdise^ in 
inexperienced readers, to dwell upon such ornaments 
of tlie Corinthian capitals of polished literature, as if 
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they were intended for the solid substratum of a pow- 
erful argument. They are, in fact, but so much 
" souuding brass and tinkling cymbal," meant to fill 
the ear, and to soothe the reader into an unsuspicious 
and dozing reception of the real pith and marrow of 
the discourse — no more. 

Nothing can be so silly, and, at the same time, so 
unfair to the author as, in such a case, to tie him 
down to the letter, and to expect from him a precise 
and logical application of the passages in question. 
Whenever a writer has something to propose more 
than usually startling to the public, if he be wise, he 
commences with a double dose of this material. 
Newspaper editors are especially aware of the worth 
of the method ; and they have sets of sentiments and 
phrases preliminary, ready cut and dried, to preface 
all manner of hardy or unpalatable assertions. They 
are never so loyal, as when on the eve of writing 
treason ; never so pious, as when making an attack 
on the establishment ; and never so much in love 
with freedom, as when advocating a suspension of the 
Habeas Corpus Act. 

The knowledge of this secret is turned to a good 
account by the older quidnuncs, whose experience 
enables them to scent these placebo passages, at the 
first word ; when they unceremoniously cut the whole 
tirade, and let the eye fall perpendicularly down the 
column, till it comes to the pith, cream, and quint* 
essence of the matter really in hand. 

A candidate at an election, be it then remembered, 
may, in his addresses to the county, profess the most 
profound esteem for his constituents, without com- 
promising his riofht to purchase his return at five 
pounds a vote, if they cannot be had at a cheaper rate. 

To understand him in any other sense would be 
cruel. In like manner, the diatribe against quackery^, 
the boastings of honor and secrecy in the pufis of an 
advertising surgeon, must not be mistaken for a pledge 
not to poison the patient. 
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The mystery of diplomacy lies very much in a 
judicious use of these figures of rhetoric ; and, if that 
science has fallen into some discredit, it is because 
lawyers, divines, country justices, publishers, and 
even tailors and cheesemongers, have become such 
adepts in the application of its terms of ajt, as to have 
deprived statescrafl and ambassadorship of half their 
dignity, grace, and imposing solemnity. 

By the application of the rules here laid down, 
there are few books which he who runs may not read ; 
and, when a reader fails, let it be a hint to him to 
suspect whatever he cannot thus understand. That, 
" what we cannot understand is nothing to us," is the 
maxim of a latitudinarian ; for an honest meaning 
can lack no cloak of verbal obscurity. 

A poet has said contemptuously, << tutti applaudivj 
niun comprese f and he was right: for there is no 
greater " mark of the beast," than the " omne ignotum 
pro magniftco ;^^ e^nd thus to be done, is perfectly 
plebeian ! 

Forget not, then, that there is an universal Free- 
masonry abroad ; that every party endeavors to speak 
a jargon of its own, which shall only be understood 
amongst its own members ; and you may rest assured, 
that, whatever is unintelligible at first sight, is no 
production of a friend ; and must be the language of 
deceit. Besides, what you do not comprehend, must 
be contrary to what you do comprehend ; and, on that 
account, contrary to common sense, and as absurd as 
it is dangerons. 

Self-contradiction, be it also understood, makes 
nothing against the arguments of a writer of the true 
sort. "Caesar does never wrong, but with good 
cause ;" and, if such a one should change from black 
to white in the same breath, rest confident he has a 
sufficient reason for so doing. But, if the rogue 
writes for the enemy, the matter is tote colo changed : 
in that case, read him as Milton read Salinasius. 
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Should be even agree with you in trifles, think, that, 
like his coadjutor, the devil, it is but to betray you 
^ in deepest consequences '^^ and set it down boldly 
that he speaks in any other than the obvious sense. 
Recollect well what St. Augustine says, « that you 
naay safisly praise or blanie, without reference to gene- 
ral principles, by imputing intentions at pleasure, and 
availing yourself of the circumstances of the con- 
juncture." Remember that in hostile writers no trifles 
are unimportant ; and, if you allow one word that 
they say to be true, you are nev^er si^ frohi being 
tossed on the horns of a dilemma. 

It must, by this time, be sufficiently evident, that 
there is a very large class of authors, who address 
themselves exclusively to such readers as cannot read : 
and whose value depends altogether on the density of 
the public intellect. This class includes not only the 
mediocre who live by addressing the mediocre, but 
all those, who, by the cunning, contrive to feed the 
babes of literature from the pap-bowl of plausibilities. 
Civis and Yindex, and Junius Secundus, and a long 
list of paragraph-grinders of the same calibre, write 
very principally tor the non-readers ; and they are 
lost if they fall into the hands of one that can read* 
Such, too, are the writers of Fast sermons, judge's 
charges, and the royal proclamations of the celestial 
empire ; whose occupation would be gone, if their 
riddle were once expounded. 

Against writings of this sort, an honest plain man 
cannot be too much on his guard ; but incomparably 
more dangerous are the works written exclusively 
for such as can read : for they are stuffed from be- 
ginning to end with that imflammable matter, which 
none but the expert can understand ; and which, 
therefore, is theouintessenceof disloyalty andinfidelity. 

Having established these points, enough has been 
done for <^a first lesson." The tocsin has been 
sounded, and the world put on its guard against its 

6* 
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own bonhomie. Fore- warned is fore-armed; and, 
after this notice, whoever is duped, will be the un- 

Eitied victim of his own self-conceit, and deserves to 
e dogmatized out of his senses. 
It IS lamentable to have been thus obliged to dis- 
turb the calm complacency of so many ignoramuses, 
in whose philosophy these refinements were never 
dreamed of; but something was necessary to be done, 
in order to remedy such crying abuses. Meantime, 
if the reader be desirous of further instruction, he is 
referred to " Les Quinze Vingts^^ at Paris, ^^lieu^ ou 
les hommes gagnent leur vie d ne voir gouie,comme 
uussi en plusieurs autres lieuxJ^^ 

* Satire Menipp^. 
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THE ABSURDITIES OF MEN OF 
MERIT. 

^* Qme ]e» gens d'esprit sont betes V* 

Marriage de Figaro, 

Society is, proverbially, intolerant of merit. Other 
aristocracies are cheerfully acknowledged ; rank is 
allowed, because it is an ancient and time-honored 
convention ; wealth, because it is a diffusible good, 
and repays the sycophant; but for personal en* 
dowments there is no mercy. An acknowledg- 
ment of the supremacy of merit is extorted from 
the crowd in spite of spite, and the world, com- 
pelled to admit the wide difference between itself and 
the man of genius, on his own particular ground, is 
perpetually on the search after collateral weaknesses 
and failings in his deportment, as a compensation for 
this provoking excellence, and as a means of re-es- 
tablishing something like equality between the parties. 

The French, who, with all their admiration for ta- 
lent, are at once intolerant of inequality, and suscep- 
tible of the ridiculous, are especially prone to this 
species of levelling : and the jealous rivalry of their 
savans and beattx esprits has largely fed the malig- 
nity of that nation with scandalous anecdote. There 
are few of the eminent'wits of their Augustan ages 
of science and of literature, who have not thus con- 
tributed their full quota to the history of the littleness 
of great men. 

Oeniuises of the highest order are not more exempt 
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from human infirmity than their neighbors ; and 
there are few, even of the wisest and the best, who, 
when closely examined, will not, like the diamond, 
exhibit some flaw or stain, to detract from the purity 
and lustre of their water. Nor is this very difficult 
to explain. We are apt to speak of the human intel- 
lect, as of a simple unity ; whereas, the intelligent 
and voluntary powers of the mind are complex ag- 
gregates of many independent faculties, each existing 
in its own degree of development, which has no ob- 
vious connexion with that of any of the rest. Genius, 
wisdom, and virtue, are each the result of its own 
peculiar combination of these faculties ; and they are 
so far from being necessarily yoke fellows, that no 
sure inference can be drawn from the presence of any 
one concerning the probable expectation of the other 
two. " Tin cour fable^ says Voltaire, " peut subsis- 
fer avec un esprit f 01% car on peut penser fortemer^y 
et agir faiblement" 

In point of fact, merits are almost ever specific, and 
what is called a great man is unfrequently not a very 
little man, great upon one point. A great musician 
may be, and often is, a great fool ; a great mathema- 
tician may be a great rogue ; and it is possible for an 
admirable Crighton to be so lamentably deficient in 
some one element of character, as to excite the risi* 
bility of the dullest dog that ever tired the patience of 
a listener. Hven madness is a partial, not a general 
malady ; and, as there are monomaniacs, who, (as the 
word implies) are lunatic only on one subject, so there 
are monoelithiacs, who unite strong general powers 
of mind with a vein of folly that extends only to a 
single particular. Rosseau, quarrelling with his best 
friends, and Pascal indulging in the superstition of 
an ascetic, are by no means phenomena so rare in the 
literary and philosophic world as is commonly ima-^ 
gined. 

But it is not alone through those weaknesses which 
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genius inherits in common with flesh of inrerior en- 
dowment, that merit lies opetf to the ridicule of medi- 
ocrity: the very qualities which lead to eminence are 
apt to expose their possessor to the world's contempt. 
The poetic temperament, or that constitution of or- 
gans, which engenders a susceptibility to the beauti- 
ful and the sublime, is in itself almost a disease ; and it 
affects with many obvious peculiarities the whole 
round of thought and action. With a keener per- 
ception of externals, and a nicer susceptibility to mo- 
ral relations, prompt sympathies and fiery passions, 
the poetic mind reacts upon nature and society by 
other laws than those which govern the movements 
of ordinary spirits : sometimes really disturbing the 
moral fitness, or the wisdom of conduct ; and some- 
times merely producing whimsical results, which the 
world, for want of a key to the mysterious workings 
of genius, wrongfully censures as vicious or absu^. 
The man of genius, governed by feelino^s and desires 
which the world cannot appreciate, neglecting and 
despising interests which the world adores, and acting 
from impulses of which even himself is scarcely con- 
scious, becomes, in the estimate of his contempora- 
ries, a miracle or a monster of waywardness, incon- 
sequence, and caprice. 

Between the man of real endowment, and the mere 
common-place drudge, there is an infinite variety of 
shades. The combinations of particular faculties, in 
various degrees of development, are almost endless, 
and produce characters of various utility, respecta- 
bility, and consistency. A great number of these in- 
tellectual complexes may suffice, (especially when fa- 
vored by external circumstances) to lead the possessor 
to distinction, or, at least to notoriety, without afford- ' 
ing them a pretence to the higher order of celebrity. 

In sonie, a vein of genius shows itself in the mere 
animal aptitude to combine and invent, without the 
perseverance, judgment, aud taste necessary to tb& 
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production of a g^reat work. In others, talents for 
some particular arts, holding a powerful influence oyer 
the human imagination, exist, without any concomi- 
tant intellectual power. In others, strong passions and 
a determined volition supply the place of genius ; and 
frenerate imitative excellence, which passes current 
with the world for originality. 

In the estimate of the mass of mankind, all these 
powers are taken as equal ; for all incomprehensibles 
are equal, in an imagination too narrow to embrace 
them. By this mistaking mere aptitude for genius, 
this confounding a particular talent with a compre- 
hensive intellect, the world at large is betrayed into 
forming a lower estimate of the moral value of intel- 
lectual excellence, than is consistent with truth : and 
genius suffers for the sins of its spurious imitators. 
If due exception be made of the operation of acci- 
dental causes, it will be found that the really great 
men, who, in their respective lines have distinguished 
themselves by works of indisputable originality and 
value, are very generally remarkable for the respecta- 
bility and morality of their worldly conduct 

It cannot be denied that talents of a high order are 
sometimes led astray by that enthusiasm, that ^^foco 
animatore,^^ so necessary to the perfection of the imita- 
tive arts. Benvenuto Cellini, Caravaggio, and Spag- 
nuoletti, are instances in point : and Salvator Rosa, 
though he deserves not to be placed in the same cate- 
gory with these wild artists, was yet sufliciently bi- 
zarre, to afford scope for the petty sarcasm of vulgar 
minds. 

It is chiefly, however, anxHig the geniuses of the 
second, third, and fourth rate, that either great vices, 
or striking absurdities, very notably detract from per- 
sonal respectability. To eri ve consistency and d-pUmh 
to character, a sound judgment is essentially necessa- 
ry ; but no work of genuine worth, even though it be 
a work of mere art, can be produced, without the exer- 
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eiae of a serere judgment. In the fine arts, it is true, 
feeling alone may produce striking effects ; and, when 
these arts have been long cultivated, even a mere im- 
itative power in the fingers' ends will suffice to make 
the trading |:Hrofessor a name ; but the capi <Pnpera in 
painting, sculpture, and music, are not created with* 
out intellectual effort ; and they who are capable of 
deep thought, have generally a wholeness and unity 
of character, well calculated to inspire respect. Mi- 
chael Angelo, Leonardo da Yinci, and Titian, were 
no less remarkable for their personal excellences, and 
the vast scope of their mental powers, than for their 
ability as artists. 

Guttering, however, as is the eminence assigned to 
poets, painters, and musicians, the highest intellectual 
honors are attained by persons whose energies are of 
a very different character, and seem to guarantee the 
utmost gravity and decorum both of thought and ac- 
tion : these are the scientific and the learned, mathe- 
maticians, philosophers, and statesmen. In minds of 
this class, concentration, or the aptitude forlabor, seems 
to be the predominant characteristic ; and accuracy 
and precision the prevailing excellences. Slow, pain- 
ful, deliberate, the march of their ideas is almost ne- 
cessarily determined in the narrow right-lined path of 
integrity and moderation. Yet it is in this class, most 
especially, that those ridicules are usually discovered, 
which furnish the armory of small wits with their 
pop-gun sarcasms against the merit they are sure to 
envy, and cannot equal. 

The learned and the recluse are, above all others, 
liable to certain obvious and fantastic defects, which 
are dependant on a neglect of social forms, or on ac- 
quired habits, which the dull are careful to avoid 
themselves, and are apt to take note of in others. The 
man of intellectual labor commonly lives apart from 
what is called the world, and thus escapes from a so- 
cial discipline, very necessary to rub off the asp^tie^ 
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of selfishness, asd to correct the whims and caprices 
that constitute originality^ in the had sense of the 
word. Ruvged with the rust of a college, recluse 
students afford a thousand little salient points of hu- 
morous absurdity, which the microscopic eye of folly 
can measure with a fastidious accuracy. Their coat, 
perhaps, is unfashioned, their gait awkward, their 
manner in society bashful and embarrassed, or, haply, 
(from the want of something wherewith to measure 
themselves) presuming and overbearing. They are also 
not unfrequently conspicuous for some ungainly mo- 
tion, some ridiculous tic^ which gives them an air of 
imbecility in the eyes of those who are utterly inca- 
pable of appreciating their solid excellence. Every 
blockhead could quiz the enormity of Dr. Parr's /weya 
OavfMx, the extravagance of Johnson's outward demean- 
or, or the coarseness of Paley's northern dialect ; but 
their intellects and acquirements could only be esti- 
mated by their equals. 

In the scientific departments, which so frequently 
develope lowly and self-educated merit, genius is often 
marked by a simplicity and a confiding frankness of 
exterior, which the world accounts as lolly ; and the 
individuals are almost always guilty of a neglect of 
fashions and of observances, which is charged against 
them as vulgarity. What chance could an Emerson 
or a Watt stand of being respected in a mixed com- 
pany, if he ate with a knife, or wore worsted stock- 
ings ? The plainness of Roland's dress excited in the 
French court as much ill-will as his politics. " Voyez 
donc^' said the master of the ceremonies, << pas mime 
de baueles a ses souliers I tout est verduP 

A large harvest of ridicules is also furnished by a 
class of celebrities, whose merit is often of a very 
questionable quality— the men of mere learning. 
Learning, without judgment is pedantry, and pedantry 
is a fault obvious and obtrusive. On the revival of . 
letters, a multitude of blockheads and coxcombs arose 
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10 distinction, by dint of a parrot's memory, and an 
acquired knowledge, whose rarity was its only title to 
distinction. The Gaspar Scioppiuses and the Julius 
Caesar Scaligers still continue to furnish a laugh, 
against literary eminence, by many a tale of their 
^regious vanity, or of their insane vituperation o£ 
rivals. The absurd importance which such men con- 
fer on their own trifling pursuits, and the exaggerated 
price they set upon themselves, lead them to dispense 
with the merits of a decent exterior, or even of com- 
mon honesty in their intercourse with society : and 
the more absurd they are in conduct, the better they 
imagine themselves to have asserted their claims to 
extraordinary endowment. 

In these various infirmities, abundant matter may 
be found, to justify the reproaches against real excel- 
lence, by which every^day personages indenmify 
themselves for the want of that " digito m^nstrarit* 
in their fancy so enviable a distinction. 

But if all is not gold that glitters, all is not dross 
which shows no metallic brilliancy. A great deal of 
what the world imputes against men of merit as anti- 
social or whimsical, is less referable to bad qualities in 
the individuals, than to the imbecility of those with 
whom they are obliged to live. Agreeability is a mu- 
tual relation ; and harmony may be as effectually 
destroyed by an excess, as by a deficiency of tone. If 
the man of true genius is sometimes reputed a bore, 
or a dealer in paradox, it will be necessary to gauge 
the quality of his society, before acceding to the judg- 
ment. 

Is it the fault of the man of high intellectual powers,, 
that, in every mixed society, he should encounter so 
few who can relish or comprehend any subject that is 
not either political or licentious? Is it his fault that, in 
contemplating things from a more elevated point of 
view, he sees many particulars which escape the cog- 
nizance of those below him? As justly might a 

6 
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foreigner be accounted dull, because he cannot speak 
the language of the country, as such a roan be taxed 
with mbroseness or singularity, because his associates 
cannot rise to the tevel of his ideas. 

He who is above the intellectual level of his com- 
pany, is like the writer who has gotten the start of his 
age. Both are despised and neglected, because they 
are misunderstood and misrepresented. It is a heavy 
misfortune, but it is no fault, that they address a cir- 
cle which cannot, or will not, perceive its own de- 
ficiences ; that, abounding in ideas which are 
peculiarly their own, and thinking justly where others 
are in error, they are compelled to cast their pearls 
before swine, or, in Goldsmith's happy phrase, 

** To eat mutton cold, and cut blocks with a razor," 

But it may be said that the man of genius loses 
nothing by condescending to the level of his company, 
and by stooping to trifle with those whose nature or 
habits are unfitted for graver matters. To trifle 
agreeably, however, is not an every-day talent, and be 
who attempts its exercise in a circle of dullards, is 
deficient in tact, and will inevitably be set down as a 
fool. It is a good rule ever to be sure of your company, 
before venturing a joke, or hazarding a refined obser- 
vation, even on the most familiar subject. 

Amathematician would be justly blamed,who should 
strive to introduce his diagrams into general society ; 
and genius, in every department, has what may be 
called its shop conversation. To introduce this, mal d 
proposals an impertinence altogether intolerable ; but, 
in avoiding the error, the mere stooping to common- 
place subjects will not suflice. To descend to the 
l^vel of an inferior person, is to enter into his mind, 
and to be aware of the full extent of its poverty 
— a power of no easy acquirement. The ideas and 
associations with which we are ourselves familiar, we 
naturally imagine to be held in common with others; 
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loid it is not until a man feels that he has puzzled, 
shocked, or scandalized bis audience, that he discovers 
bow far* he has left his hearers behind him, and that 
be has suggested a very different train of ideas by his 
language, from that which it represents in his own 
mind. What he puts hypothetically, is haply taken 
affirmatively ; or when he uses a word in its strict 
technical meaning, it is perhaps received in some lax 
and popular sense, which disfigures the sentiment ; or^ 
it may be, that when he is humorous, he is under* 
stood as serious ; and when he is sarcastic, he is 
translated into literal matter of fact. 

Thus is the pleasantry of the polite scholar con- 
stantly mistaken for offence ; and the simplest remark 
deemed dangerous or impertinent, because the com- 
pany cannot fill up the sub-auditions, familiar to per- 
sons better instructed, or of quicker apprehension. 
Much of the truth or falsehood of conversational pro- 
positions depends on their connexion with something 
expressed, or implied in the preceding discourse : the 
greater, therefore, the finesse of the remark, the 
fipreater is the chance of its passing with blockheads 
for a paradox or an absurdity. 
• Who is there among the class of readers to whom 
the subject of the present paper affords an interest, 
who has not, on many an occasion, found himself thus 
awkwardly situated in a circle of dull, matter-of-fact 
persons, ignorant of his most &miliar quotations, in- 
apprehensive of his imagery, insensible to his allu* 
sions, and construing every proposition into its direct 
contrary — until he has felt convinced that they have 
one and all convicted him in their own minds of blas- 
phemy and treason, or at least set him down as i^ 
driveller and an idiot? 

If the fool answers according to his folly, it is be- 
cause he understands according to his folly. The 
wise speech, for the same reason, sleeps in the foolish 
ear; the fault lies in the ratio recipieniis. A New«* 
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ton or Bacon would come oflF but second best in an 
encounter of the wits with the members of the "Free 
and easy Foxhunters," or the "Eccentrics' Club;'* 
yet the club-room is but an exaggeration of the dull- 
ness too common in what is ordinarily considered the 
very best company. 

A few experiences of this species of disappointment 
will drive a modest man into silence, and reduce even 
the highest endowments below the conversational 
level of those who have little besides impudence and 
garrulity to help them. Despairing to make himself 
intelligible, or of entering into the nothingness and 
inanity which form the circulating medium of ordi- 
nary society, the man of merit seeks a refuge in ab- 
straction ; and gives place to more flippant speakers, 
from a disgust, which is at once attributed to super- 
ciliousness or incapacity. 

The greater the intellectual superiority of the indi- 
vidual, the greater is the probability of his falling into 
one particular species of practical error — an over-re- 
finement of conjecture upon motives and probabilities, - 
Over estimating the intelligence of those with whom 
he has to deal, he becomes the dupe of his own supe- 
riority. " Let us search this house," says one of a 
party in pursuit of a thief, " for the sign announces it 
to be the house of call for his countrymen." " No," 
•replied the other ; "he will hardly take refuge where 
he must expect to be looked for." " You are wrong," 
said a third ; "he will calculate on our coming to your 
conclusion, and will hide in this very house, because 
he must think that we shall suppose it the last place 
where we should expect to find him." The house was 
searched on this refined speculation, time was lost, 
and the thief passed uninterrupted on his journey, for 
a reason all had overlooked— he could not read. 

No one is less capable of foreseeing and guarding 
against the silliness of others, than he who is not silly 
himself ; exactly as the loyal-minded are the least pro* 
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tected against the plotting of traitors. If la mifianc€ 
est la mire de la sureU^ none are in such danger as 
the worthy and the wise. He who separates hinoself 
from the world, though it be by rising above it, be- 
comes proportionately weak, and (in as &r as he isde* 
pendent upon opinion) miserable. It is not every De- 
mocritus who finds an Hippocrates, possessed of the 
public ear, to protect and encourage him. 

In private life, men of real merit are seldom found 
to err widely through inequality of character. If they 
do not possess an absolute wholeness and unity oi 
disposition, they have sufficient self-command to pre- 
serve the decencies. Whartons and Rochesters are 
rare exceptions ; and even their showy qualities are of 
a nature too equivocal to be taken on trust. The bare 
fact that they have not turned their excellence to a 
useful purpose, is presumptive proof that it was not 
what it has been supposed. 

It is in the conduct of public affairs, that men, in 
many respects superior, are most likely to break dowOi 
and to become the wonder and the reproach of their 
age. Duclos, in his treatise on the manners of his 
own times, attributes some of these failures to a want 
of agreement between the character aud the wit ; that 
is, to speak more precisely, between the will and the 
intellect. If there are many varieties of intellectual 
power, there are as many dispositions and tendencies 
to various action : and if a man^s impulses are not ia 
harmony with his powers, he cannot succeed. 

A decided passion for public aSairs is not unfie« 
quently combined with a capability only for abstract 
reasoning, inapplicable to the complex relations of 
real life. Thus a statesman may have extensive 
views, and form grand designs, and yet be baffled 
and disgusted mm the commonest obstacles in the 
details of business. He may want the promptitncte to 
Micounter unforseen opposition, or the adroitness 
wbich wields at pleasure the wills of others : or h% 

6* 
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may be destitute of that perseverance and firmness of 
purpose, without which great masses are not to be 
moved. 

Often, when the character and the intellect tend to 
the same point, their forces are still unequal. The 
Tolition is often the feeblest, where the intelligence is 
the most piercing ; and ministers of undoubted talent, 
with liberal vi^ws, honest intentions, and great pow- 
ers of combination, for want of a strong passion to en- 
ergize volition, are incapable of conducting a continu- 
ous action to a successful issue. 

This deficiency has sometimes been attributed to 
the Liberals, as a party, of whom it is said, that they 
see what is right, and desire to effectuate it : but re- 
moved by aristocratic influences above the people 
whose good they seek, and without the corrupt inter- 
ests which bind their opponents into a phalanx, they 
want that intensity of purpose, that should give effi- 
cacy to their designs. Such men are easily turned 
aside from their purpose. They are the victims of 
minor considerations. Even their ambition is fluctu- 
ating and intermittent ; and it alternates with parox- 
ysms of indolence, of pleasure, &c. &c. &c. 

Of still more frequent occurrence, are statesmen in 
whom the most unbounded ambition, the strongest 
passion for affairs, the firmest purpose, and the most 
undaunted courage, are united with absolute medioc- 
rity of talent, and narrowness of conception. Those 
who are not admirers of the late Lord Castlereagh will 
very probably place him in this category ; and it is 
one of the most mischievous to a country that a min- 
ister can stand in. In such a character, failure in- 
spires no self-doubting, and demonstrated error begets 
no hesitation. The will is exalted, not checked, by 
the show of opposition ; and perseverance degenerates 
into obstinacy. 

There are occasions in which the greatest states* 
coea have become the victims of some accidental cii- 
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ciimstance, acting on slight inequalities between the 
intellect and the will. The volition of Napoleon at 
Moscow thus obscured his judgment, and betrayed 
him into the deepest consequences. His extraordi- 
nary powers of combination, which had hitherto never 
failed him, could not triumph over the preponderance 
of one idea, rendered prepotent by its coincidence 
with his intense passion. In the campaign of 1814 
and 1815, the two forces were in the strictest har- 
mony, and the results were the most brilliant of his 
eventful life. After the battle of Waterloo, his volun- 
tary power, subdued by repeated misfortune, wholly 
failed him. His mind was crippled, nay, palsied by 
despair ; and when he had no longer the energy to 
avail himself of his remaining resources, he fancied 
that he was actuated by a respect for human life, and 
a patriotic regard for tifie welfare of his country. 

Talleyrand, with the highest intellectual powers, 
was but " un grand homme fnanqu€,^^ for want of a 
character sufficiently energetic to have placed him at 
the head of events. With a mind capable of directing 
the energies of France, he had a will fitted only for 
playing second fiddle; and his ambition was ever 
placed at the service of others. 

Louis the Sixteenth hud, perhaps, the full average 
intellect of his family, and he had ten times their 
average heart. He perished, the victim of an utter 
incapacity for forming a decided volition. Louis the 
Eighteenth died on the throne, because these facul* 
ties, without being eminent, were in equilibrium ; 
and because, united, they were equal to the circum- 
stances in which he was placed. Charles the Tenth 
lived in exile, because, with the weakest of intellectSi 
he was the most obiEftinate of mortals. 

In politics, the greater the genius, the more fatal 
are the consequences of this species of inequality ; 
and " magnis tamen excidit ausis^^ might be tne 
motto of some of the greatest men who have filled 
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thronesi or directed the affairs of pow^erful nations. 
The more extensive the intellectual grasp of a public 
man, the more he is placed at the mercy of circum- 
jstances. In politics, and in war, much must be left 
to chance ; but a happy union of intelligence and 
firmness can alone determine how much should be 
trusted to events ; and decide when an object should 
be pursued to all lengths, or safety be secured by a 
timely retreat. The world judges in these cases ex- 
clusively by success ; and it places the leader, who 
has not failed simply because he has not attempted, 
before the most daring spirits and penetrating ge- 
niuses, whose designs fortune has not seconded in the 
execution. 

There is a foolish question agitated among moral- 
ists, whether talents are desirable — whether a parent 
should wish his child to be a genius. The question, 
if it merits an answer, is easily decided. Genius is 
but an instrument ; and its influence upon happiness 
depends on the nature of its employment. Increase 
of power is valuable only as it is swayed by a regu- 
lated will ; and any intellectual endowment which 
only enables its owner to give more effect to his ca- 
prices, places him in a false position, and must be- 
come the source of misery. To virtue and to vice, 
to wisdom and to folly, mere talent is in itself indiflSs- 
rent : an intellectual education, unaccompanied by 
moral development, is a discord, that cannot produce 
sweet music ; but when the two go together, intellec- 
tual power in all its modifications is good ; for intel- 
lect is power, and power well directed is happiness. 

There is, however, some truth in the notion that 
great endowments, and more especially a decided ex« 
cellence in the imitative arts, affect our relations to 
society in a way not always favorable to happiness, 
by originating ideas and associations at variance with 
our fortunes. With the mental, as with the bodily 
fuactionsi whatever is gained in extent of notobilityi 
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is lost in security and precision of action ; and as the 
shoulder is more liable to dislocation than the hip, so 
a susceptible temperament is exposed to accidental 
displacements, when coarser minds are secured in 
their inefficiency. 

But then, it must not be forgotten, that with such 
liabilities, men of genius have chances of success, far 
beyond those of ordinary characters. If life be better 
than death, and wakefulness be preferable to sleep, 
genius must (every thing considered) be more desi« 
rable than mediocrity and dullness. 
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AN ESSAY ON COALS. 

** Inrgrate-Jjm si dixeris, omnia dixerif ." 

In commencing an Essay on Coals, two very op- 
posite prejudices stare an unfortunate author in the 
face. First, there is that commonest of all presump- 
tions, which induces men of little calibre to imagine 
that nothing exists in nature, or in art, beyond the 
very narrow sphere of their own comprehension. 
<* Coals," quoth the representative of this faction, with 
a contemptuous twist of his nose, " what on earth has 
the man to say on that subject ? Is he ffoing to rip 
up the disputes of a late lord mayor, ana to call Uie 
monopolizing owners of the great mines of the north 
over their own commodity ? Surely there is nothing 
new or interesting to be said on that matter." 

Opposed to this opinion are the trembling suscepti- 
bilities, of him who knows the full extent, the wide 
encyclopaedia of learning embraced by the theme, and 
who foresees in the opening of such a mine, nothing 
less than a very great bore. " To do common justice 
to the subject of coals, what a question" (he will say) 
^< presents itself at the very starting place, in their 
disputed origin and geological history. Why, the 
very fossil Flora connected with this singular forma- 
tion, would alone occupy a life of ordinary labor and 
industry. The chemical and economical department 
of the inquiry, too, what a field is there ! to say 
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nothing of the very intricate and very essential 
episode concerning smoky chimneys and smoke-^^on- 
suming furnaces, and a r€chauff€ of the history of the 
musical << Smallcoal man." 

Between the dilemma of these hostile conclusions 
the essayist is shut in, nut-cracker-wise ; or, to speak 
without a metaphor, stands a fair chance of losing a 
large part of the good-will of his proposed readers, 
who will either "skip and go on," in search of some- 
thing which promises better sport, or lay it by for a 
more convenient season, when there shall be suffi- 
cient leisure to enter upon so weighty a matter. 

If the subject adopted for this paper had been of 
what Swift would have called a more tritical nature — 
had it concerned the old lady of Babylon, or her twin 
sister in iniquity, the other old lady of Throgmortou- 
street — ^had it proposed for discussion the way in 
which Shakspeare spelled his name, the authenticity 
of Ossian's Poems, the Catholic Clnestion, or Napo- 
leon's quarrel with Sir Hudson Lowe — had it, in 
short, touched upon something, concerning which 
every thing, to the purpose, and from the puri)ose, had 
been repeated ad nauseam^ no such doubts would 
have arisen. Readers of all dimensions would have 
found themselves en pays de connoissance^ and have 
fallen-to like French falconers : but coals ! that theme 
untouched of all essayists in prose or verse ! it will 
be as forbidding, as the first attempt to swallow an 
oyster ! 

This is a great disadvantage, and discouraging 
enough. Heaven knows ; but le vin est tir€, and it 
must be swallowed. Nothing, therefore, remains but 
to adopt the practice and language of showmen, and 
to courteously request all whom it may concern to 
walk in and " see what they shall see ;" promising, 
for our own sakes, to be as original, and as little tedious 
as possible, and expressing an humble hope that curi« 
osity will not be wholly disappointed. 
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There is, per contra, one merit connected with the 
theme, whicn will aflford a considerable set-oiT against 
its novelty, and ought to remove from it a large 
weight of that suspicion which falls in this country, 
on every thing unbacked by precedent — it is a truly 
English question. Coals, however new to literature, 
are as matters of fact amongst the most familiar ob- 
jects of an Englishman's experience — an object of 
which, if he does not boast, as of the crowning ex- 
cellence of his fortunes, (especially when he shall 
have read what is here to be advanced on that head), 
he will be more ungrateful to nature and to Provi- 
dence than it becomes a good Christian to show him- 
self. 

Poets in general, and all dealers in figure, have 
taken a fancy to couple Old England with the watery 
element ; and historians and political writers (adopt- 
ing the notion on trust) have attributed the national 
superiority in every thing feasible and cognizable, to 
the circumambient ocean, by which the people are 
insulated from the less gifted races of human beings. 
From Horace, with his divisos orhe Britannos, to 
Dibdin's " Go patter to lubbers," and " England's 
best bulwarks," the sea has been assigned on all hands 
as the Englishman's element. But this is a great 
mistake. 

An Englishman's true element (and it is strange 
that the fact should have escaped the whole ballad- 
making crew) is fire. The English soldier is steady 
under fire, the English poet writes with fire, the En- 
glish merchant is famous for the many irons he has 
in the fire, and there are more fire insurance ofiices 
in London alone, than in all the rest of the world. 
In one word, no nation exists that has so completely 
obtained a mastery over every department in which 
fire is brought into action. Chemistry, metallurgy, 
dyeing, brewing, distilling, cotton -spinning and weav- 
ing, horse-shoeing, gas-li^ting^and steam navigation) 
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are the distingiiishing excellences of our happy land ; 
and it cannot be doubted that men will " think ere 
many days are ^one," that the Hi^h-mettled Racer 
himself must ultimately yield the pas in the Mel- 
Ionian field to fire, and get his supersedeas from a tea- 
kettle. 

If the Irish antiquarians are right, and if it be true 
that the Druids worshipped the fire god Bel, there 
must have been something more than accidental in 
the coincidence; for fire has become to the Englishman 
what Socrates prophetically said of it in the genera], 
" his fellow-workman in every art."* Even theology 
in these days is based on a due application of fire ; 
and if we do not still worship it in the same way as 
our Druidical ancestors, its agency as an instrument 
of morals and happiness is very universally invoked. 
But on theology politics rest as on a pedestal, and fire 
enters still more largely into our statescraft, as presid- 
ing over the three great engines of policy, "killing, 
burning, and destroying." 

Let people, therefore, talk as they will of our glo- 
rious constitution, the right thinking will be more 
inclined to celebrate our glorious coal-mines. Great 
Britain is more indebted for all that renders it " the 
envy of surrounding nations, and the admiration of 
the world," to Mulciber, than to Minerva: and Venus 
was not so much out) as some have thought, when she 
preferred the sooty divinity of Lemnos for a husband, 
to all the smarter, but less serviceable gods of Olym- 
pus. The steam-engine, indeed, the latest born, but 
greatest of the sons of Vesta, has become a fourth es- 
tate in the realm, and is fairly worth the other three. 
It is the vivifying principle of taxation, and is a more 
powerful conservator of the peace, than an army of 
new police, or a host of vice-suppressing associations. 

* E«(/ro«pov it cworovst vnvtpyov St vpos vatrav rtj(yn»j Kal rramk das 
M^cXtar itftKa avdfKinroi KaraiVKtifa^otrrat 

Xenopk, Mem, SocnUet* 

7 
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The instant it stops working, the people become tur- 
bulent and discontented, and when it resumes its ac- 
tivity, the agitator's "occupation is gone/' The 
steam-engine is the real and effectual balance in the 
State, it maintains the credit of the national debt, it is 
the thunderbolt of war, and the fruitful olive of peace. 

Even the people themselves (for whom alone wrong- 
headed radicals maintain that government exclusively 
should subsist) may become too numerous ; and may 
thus prove more burdensome to the state, than an ex- 
travagant court, a grasping aristocracy, or a greedy 
church; but there is nothing exigeant in the nature 
of the steam-engiue. When it cannot work, it does 
not jacobinically insist upon eating ; and, like a good 
and pious machine as it is, takes no thought where- 
with it shall be clothed. When pressed too hard, it 
may, like those living machines the mob, haply make 
"a blow-up;" but its safety-valves are much more 
easily managed, and are more to be depended upon : 
besides, the burst once over, the stean^engine becomes 
as tame and harmless as a child ; whereas the people 
go on thundering at the door of the legislature with 
accelerated impetus, and at every rent they effectin the 
coercing medium, acquire fresh force for a renewed 
explosion, till institutions are cut into ribbons, and or- 
der IS utterly subverted. 

Steam-engines are, therefore, better subjects than 
men ; they have many advantages also oyer the aris- 
tocracy. They never combine to make corn dear j 
Uiey have no younger children to quarter on the pub- 
lic ; nor do they insist upon making their tutors 
bishops ; they never rat for a ribbon, nor sell their 
country for an empty title. In the hands of Perkins 
himself, " with all appliances and means to boot,^ 
they indulge not in murderous battus ; nor do they 
fortify their preserves with laws which exceed the 
atrocity of a Draco. 

As to the first order of the state, we must refrain 
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from odious comparisons ; but it is no treason to as- 
sert, that steam-engines, when well used, can really, 
and without figure of speech, do no wrong. The 
world has never yet heard of one that was a Jesuit, 
like Charles X.; or set itself against learning, like 
the Emperor Francis ; or was as absurdly tyrannical 
as a Miguel or a Ferdinand. A steam-engine may 
be as indifferent to human suffering, as a Nero or a 
Henry VIII., and it will assuredly chop off the best 
head that ventures to thrust a nose across the career 
of its humor ; but, then, it never goes out of its way 
to do mischief, being contented to leave those aione 
who let it alone ; and. as kings in general go, that is 
no trifling advantage to the subject. 

It is unnecessary to remind the reader (such being 
the case), that coals are to the steam-engine what 
mind is in the microcosm. Hippocrates, indeed, 
carried this analogy one point farther, when he de- 
clared pure fire to be the moving principle of life, 
which sets the piston of the heart in motion, and 
opens and shuts the valves of the arteries, as the 
grosser element does those of the steam-engine. 

Whatever good has been predicated of the engine, 
is implicitly predicable of the fuel, which gives it 
activity. On this account, it is a little unreasonable, 
perhaps, to object to the political influence of the 
Lowther family ; for, as lords of the coal mines, and 
possessors of that which is the primum mobile of 
the state, the summum bonum of our national being, 
they ought to have some finger in the pie. 

This is a question of national import ; not so the 
objection which foreigners make to the smoke of Lon- 
don — an objection as impertinent as it is infelicitous, 
smacking, at least, as much of envy as of dislike. That 
majestic canopy of rarified soot is rather to be regard- 
ed as the regal diadem of 

** CM King Coal, that jolly old soul/' 
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wore typical of the wealth and power it overshadows, 
than tht^ richest jewels that were ever hired for a 
coronation. 

The crystallized carbon, which, under the name of 
diamond, sparkles on the brow of royalty, is but a 
childish bauble, estitiiable only for its rarity and in- 
utility; it mitigates no human sorrow, it cuts no 
pains [panes), except in the hands of the glazier. 
Barren and unproductive, it shines rather as a pharos, 
to warn mankind, than to attract tbeni by its glitter: 
but the black diamond warms, and cherishes, and . 
protects. Itistheraw material of industry, ins^enuity, 
and order — the first cause of diffusive wealth, com- 
fort, and respectability. More powerlul than destiny 
itself, it annihilates both time and space. Mastering 
the winds of heaven, it enables Britannia, without a 
metaphor, to rule the waves ; and, in the mi^htiuess 
of its strength, it reduces the fable of Briareus to a 
cold and trifling conceit. 

Coal likewise triumphs in the moral world. It has 
added fresh wings to the press ; and, by diffusing 
knowled^ with increased rapidity, it rules the intel- 
lects, as It presides over the physical welfare of na- 
tions. Coal is, moreover, the concentrated essence of 
democracy, the supremacy of the people, the only effec- 
tive antagonist of the conqueror's sword, and of the 
statesman's craft. Stretched on its dark and dingy bed, 
frona the depths of its cavernous palaces, it gives the 
law to the " Sophy on his throne ;" and says to the 
emperor of half the world, << thus far shalt thou go, 
and no further." Coal armed the coalition of Euro- 
pean kings, and was more fatal to Napoleon than the 
snows of Moscow. 

It is not without reason, that the Englishman takes 
for his motto ^^pro aris et focis;^^ for his domestic 
fires are his wealth, and his wealth is his religion. 
If the children of the East were excusable for wor- 
shipping the sun, that splendid type of creative pow- 
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er, the Englishman is still better justified for honor- 
ing his couiraines. What is the sun (of England) ? — 
less glorious than the moon of Naples, it is wrapped 
in clouds, and shrouded in ungenial mists. Coal is 
the Englishman's sun ; its fostering: warmth never 
deserts him, amidst the rigors and inclemencies of the 
fiercest summer. It lights his dreary path in the long 
nights of winter, while the sun is coquetting with the 
antipodes ; and it ripens his grapes and his cucum- 
bers, when the celestial luminary churlishly refuses 
to bring to maturity a potatoe or a cabbage. 

Coal does not exhale the pestilence of the marsh, 
inflict a dysentery, nor strike down a Hercules, like a 
coup de solieL Unlike the balmy skies of the south, 
the atmosphere of coal speaks not of sloth and slave- 
ry: nor does it tell of burning passions, of impla- 
cable hate, causeless jealousy, and murderous revenge. 
The cheerful glow of a seacoal fire is the very spirit 
of domesticity, and of conjugal faith ; it kindles the 
torch of Hymen, and preserves its fire pure and eter- 
nal as the vestal flame. 

Seated in his chimney corner, the father of the 
family feels his heart dilate with affection for his wife 
and children, as the benign influence of the iuel 
sends its efficacy from the feet to the centre of the 
circulation. If the imagination of his chaste moiety 
should for a moment roam towards the false splendors 
of the world, one ray from the cheerful hearth brings 
back the wanderer, by recalling it to the comforts of 
domesticity. 

The aspect of nature in its summer smiles provokes 
a meditative and antisocial feeling, inspiring inde* 
pendence, and therefore coldness ; but the blazing 
hearth produces more expansive impulses, awakens 
sociality, kindles philanthropy, and knits the affec- 
tions of mankind in the closest union. Who will 
doubt that England alone could have produced tb«t 
effusion of tenderness and sensibility, " Home, sweet 

7* 
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home ;" or attribute its inspiration to any other cause, 
than the ahiindance and excellence of the national 
fuel ? Matrimony may be as gloomy, cold, and churl- 
ish, as satyrists and comic writers pretend ; but it can- 
not resist the expansive sympathies of a cheerful 
grate. Wisely and prudently, then, do our daughters, 
in their selection of a mate, give the preference to him, 
who is best able to keep the pot boiling, and is least 
likely to live in the fear of a coal-merchant's bill. 

Of all the distinctions known to English society, 
the title of housekeeper is the most respectable. To 
" keep crock and pan" is the Irish phrase for respect- 
able incumbency, because in that country the abund- 
ance of turf makes a hearth no distinction ; but in 
England, housekeeping, which is the assurance of 
mamtaining many hearths, is the proper test of virtue, 
and of aptitude for public functions. It is not, there- 
fore, without political wisdom, that pot-walloping has 
been made a cause of elective franchise, in the British 
constitution; for he whocannot afford to boil a pot, must 
be incapable of maintainmg those far more expensive 
thins^s, *' the relations of amity and social order," and 
therefore he ought not to be entrusted with the liber- 
ties of the country. 

The influence of coal on the head is not less striking 
and extensive, than its power over the heart. Coal 
expands the intellect, developes genius, and contri- 
butes largely to thequickeningof the march of mind. 
Apollo, assisted by the nine Muses, and mounted on 
his winged nag, Pegasus, whose feet naturally run 
into metres, never performed half the deeds in litera- 
ture, which are daily effected under the inspiration 
of the best Wall's End. That leviathan of learning. 
Dr. Johnson, bore ample testimony to the virtues of a 
coal fire, and of the influence upon britrht thoughts,, 
which it exercises through the medium of the tea- 
kettle. 

But we need not individual testimony of this truth. 
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Take away fires, and the rei^n of the bhie stockings 
woiild be as defunct as tljat of Nebucadnassor. Let 
the muffins be " cold and neglected," and let the coffee 
cease to steam, and the Royal Society would be com- 
pletely a sec. If the tea-tables of some half-dozen 
literary ladies were overset, half the gorgeous poets 
and sermonizing essayists in town might hang them^ 
selves "in their own garters;" and without the same» 
exhilaratinor beverage, the religious zeal of cselebs- 
hunting young ladies would fall below zero. 

Even now, while sitting: by a snug, comfortable 
fireside, surrounded by books, with curtains closed, 
the urn buhbling, with the Argand lamp brightly 
trimmed, and (above all) the Cannel coal shedding its 
not " intolerable day," the very symbol of enjoyment — 
one feels the kindling god within, while thoughts 
come skipping with an alacrity which sets the raging 
snowstorm at contemptuous defiance. How different 
from those ancient times, when the student buried 
his knees in a basket of straw, for want of a peck of 
coals to thaw his ice-bound genius ! 

Coal is not only the cause of talent and of virtue, 
but the instrument which gives utility to much of 
human action. Vain were the hospitality of the most 
generous Amphitryon, if unseconded by a good fire. 
The richest and most epicurean fare goes away un- 
cnjoyed, if the guest freezes in the northtcast corner 
of the dining-hall, near an ever-open door, and half 
a world away from the glowing hearth. Vainly, also, 
would the sun of France ripen the grape, tcr cheer 
the heart of man, to cultivate friendship, and to beget 
good-will to all, if coal did not conspire to the same 
end, by forming the light and transparent glass, which 
betrays the brilliance of the wine, and commends it to 
the lip. 

But why dwell thus upon particulars ? The sim- 
ple want of fuel strikes whole districts with sterility, 
and stamps the foreheads of their population with the 
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hardened characters of guilt ; where the discovery 
of a coal-mine would at once diffuse honesty, industry, 
and happiness, as if by the wand of an enchanter. 

" Virtus/^ says the poet, " laudaiur et alget ;" 
which is as much as to declare that praise is a suffi- 
cient reward for the virtue which is not warm ; and 
it would be difficult to assign a good reason why the 
lower regions should be paved (as they are said to be) 
with good intentions, if it be not in the hope that the 
warmth of the climate may thaw them into overt acts. 

It is a matter well worthy the consideration of the 
Right Reverend the Bench of Bishops, how far the 
spread of sectarianism may depend on the chill damp 
of our churches, and on the larger economy of fuel 
in chapels and gospel-shops. An eloquent preacher 
is thrown away upon an auditory, whose piety is 
frozen in their fingers' ends ; whereas the most frigid 
of sermons may kindle a religious fervor in hearers 
surrounded by an atmosphere not below 60°. 

Talk not of warm hearts ! warm feet are the sources 
of genuine benevolence; and the hand of charity will 
not be extended to less purpose, for being cherished 
in an Angola glove. Hearts, indeed, cannot be warm, 
when the extremities are cold ; yet are the cold-hearted 
proverbially selfish. The man whose nose turns cold 
when he is angered, is to be feared, as he is hated ; 
his vengeance is deadly. But the hot-tempered op- 
ponent, whose countenance glows when he is enraged, 
is a generous and a forgiving enemy. We call a man 
of wealth a " warm fellow," to indicate that he pos- 
sesses that which all men esteem. The flame of 
^nius, in like manner, is a phrase which marks our 
instinctive notions concerning the source and origin 
of intellectual endowments ; while our detestation of 
death is exhibited in the distasteful epithet of a " cold" 
grave. Money, therefore, is well and facetiously 
called <^ the coal;" the phrase being perfectly '^germane 
to the matter." To be physically without fire, is to 
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be divested of all that makes life worth having ; while 
to be spiritually so, is to he without virtue, genius, or 
courage, without sensibility to beauty, or resentment 
for wrong. Even in the burning deserts of Arabia, 
a peck of coals would be a blessinfif ; for, if the pit- 
grim sometimes perishes there, for want of a draught 
of cold water, he is also compelled to eat his food 
uncooked, from the total absence of any thing com- 
bustible to dress it withal. 

If love, then, " is heaven, and heaven love," coal is 
equally virtue, and virtue is coal. With infinite vene- 
ration, therefore, should wc behold the heavily-laden 
Wagon working its slow and painful course up the 
steeps of the Adelphi, or emerging from the purlieus 
of St. Clement Dane's. With reverence should we 
make way for the broad-flapped, long-whipped dis- 
penser of oaths and '< whoeys," who conducts it ! 
Slumbering in its charge, lie the unwrought elements 
of an infinity of excellences and utilities — or (if 
abused) the first cause of a thousand crimes, follies, 
and woes. There, repose unconcocted hearts'-ease 
and hilarity, or, it may be, the serpents of discord, 
and the artillery of war ; — the untasted sweets of the 
sugar-baker, or the condensed form which gives ex- 
plosiveness to gunpowder ; — the possible cannon that 
is to defend the country, or the unborn pike that is to 
overthrow the state ; — the razor which may shave a 
beard, or cut a throat, the lancet which may breathe a 
vein, or insert a deadly poison. 

Those pantinsf, straining horses, the pride of Lon- 
don, labor in their convulsive efforts to transport an 
inert mass, which contains a motive energy sufficient 
to carry the largest vessel to some far distant port. 
More awful still, murder and violation may ensconce 
themselves within the tarred and sooty bags, awaiting 
their hour to escape upon the world, through the in- 
cendiary worm of a spirit-still. In the dark and dingy 
load is concealed a load which may develope the most 
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important truths, or baffle the deepest conspiracy of 
crime ; or perhaps, as chance directs the devious con- 
duit-pipe, may " waste its sweetness" upon the idle- 
ness of a ball-room, and set forth to advantas:e the 
charms of the lady-killing: Adonis ! It may second 
the madness of the new li^ht, or illumine the collec- 
tive wisdom of a Reformed Parliament. It may melt 
the wax which shall seal the liberties of an empire, 
or temper the blade which shall redeem nations from 
oppression. Unmarked of the heedless multitude 
who pave the well-trodden pavement of Fleet-street 
and the Strand, it may perchance dress their bridal 
dinner, or wield the spade which shall dig their un- 
thouo:ht-of grave. 

The coal-wagon is the Thespian car of life's 
drama, the ambulant encyclopedia of human inte- 
rests, the brief abstract of all our sayings and doings, 
the little cause of mighty effects, the embryo destiny 
of immortal souls ! As it wends its predestined way 
to the theatre, or the conventicle, to the gaming-house, 
or the hospital, it may become the instrument of 
eternal wretchedness, or of happiness everlasting. It 
may help luxury to waste the body and enervate the 
soul ; or it may aid charity in benefitting the earth, 
and winning heaven. 

Wretched, miserable humanity, of what trifles art 
thou the creature ! Let but that unconsidered and 
wnraissed mass of matter be now annihilated^let all 
its consequences be swallowed up and annulled ; and 
the fate of the remotest generation that shall live and 
suffer to the fulness of time, may be changed in its 
minutest particulars. 

Go, then, proud, presumptuous man—- boast of your 
feculties, vaunt your free will, triumph in your itn- 
mortality, chain down Omnipotence to your narrow 
conceptions, and make your petty thoughts the mea* 
sures of eternal wisdom ! what are you, after all, but 
the sport of an accident — the unconscious victim of a 
-♦^aldron of coals ! 
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CURIOSITY. 



"A pretty g^eneral belief is entertained that curiosity is the strongest in 
the rudest and least cultivated stages of society. All my experience goef 
in the other direction." 

Half 8 South American Voyage. 

There are few readers of the present day, it may 
be presumed, who have not paid their visit to Paul 
Pry ; and, while offering an involuntary tribute of 
inextinguishable laughter to the merits of a great 
actor, have not likewise indulged in a complacent 
comparison between themselves and the curious \m^ 
pertinent, whose anxiety in other people's concerns 
brings him into so many scrapes. 

This self-gratulation is very natural ; but it is not 
very just. The desire of knowledge is innate in hu« 
man nature. We are all born more or less of a Paul 
Pry, and inherit a good dash of the temperament of 
'^ our general mother.^' But what of that ? There is 
nothing to be ashamed of in this much decried pro* 
pensity. Knowledge, as Lord Bacon and the proa* 
pectus of every new magazine reports, is power ; and 
power is a very valuable consideration, and a rational 
object of desire. But, without curiosity, there could 
be little or no knowledge ; for knowledge is a fruit 
which no longer grows upon trees : on the contrary, 
it partakes more of the nature of the truffle, and must 
be dug for by those who are desirous of tasting it. 
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The distinction, which is so improperly set up be- 
tween laudable and idle curiosity, is altogether unten- 
able. No one is curious about that which does not 
interest him; and on that point every one must be 
left to judge for himself. To be curious, no matter 
about what, is to be moved by the passion which led 
Newton to the discovery of gravitation, and enabled 
Franklin to disarm Jove of his thunders. In what 
did La Place, when taking measure of a comet's beard, 
as it wandered in the extreme bounds of space, differ 
from Socrates calculating the length of a " flea's hop?' 
Or in what does the member of a Linnean society, 
who pries into the secrets of cryptogamic love, ex- 
ceed " Peeping Tom of Coventry 1" Homer has made 
it a matter of boast concerning Calchas, that he knew 
the past, the present, and the future : — 

*0j ^Se fa Ttdvra, ra r ia<r6ncvaj irpo r^idvra. 

But if this was the case, he must have troubled him- 
self with a vast many thin^i^s which did not in the least 
concern him; and must have indulged in as much idle 
curiosity, as the arrantest Paul Pry in Christendom. 

No matter, then, for the subject of investigation, 
the curious are all alike entitled to take rank as phi- 
losophers: and it cannot but be accounted strange, 
considering the prevalent conspiracy amongst literate 
and illiterate, to give the moral world a decided pre- 
eminence over the physical, that those ethic philoso- 
phers who employ themselves in investigating family 
secrets, ancl watching the conduct of their neighbors, 
should have been selected as especial subjects for 
ridicule and censure. What can be more noble than 
the scope of their inquiries? The ^^quid verum 
atque decens^^^ of which Horace makes such a fuss, 
is their especial care. The former they carry into 
the minutest particulars ; and the latter they never 
suffer 10 be violated by any man or woman within the 
range of their inquiries, without duly denouncing 
the &ct to public opinion. 



CUBIOSITT. 86 

To have' thoroughly studied any one subject, is 
sufficient praise to ordinary talent : a concholo^ist, 
or an excavator of tumuli, is, by courtesy of England, 
qualified as a learned man ; but the inquiries of a 
Paul Pry embrace nothino^ less than the whole field 
of morals, the ^^quicquid agunt homines" from 
an intrigue in a garret, to a pudding on the kichen 
fire. 

Mor is this range of intellectual exertions more 
praiseworthy, than the expansion of sympathies, 
which interests the curious in matters that afford 
them neither personal advantage, nor subject them to 
personal loss. An incurious mortal is, eo nomine^ of 
necessity, selfish. He reads the name of bis nearest 
neighbor in the papers, and pauses not to inquire 
whether it stands recorded among the births, the mar- 
riages, or the deaths : " celd lui est €gaiy Intent 
upon his own affairs, he looks to the price current, or 
the advertizing columns, and leaves Mr. Spriggins to 
marry, have children, or go to the devil, as destiny, 
and the three learned professions, may decree. The 
-curious man, per contra^ is not only dili^nt in dis- 
criminating these particulars, but he is miserable till 
he learns the color of your child's eyes, the marriage 
portion of your bride, and whether you have been 
buried in a patent cof&n, or have not received a vest- 
ment of lead. 

The love of fame, so dear to the noblest and the 
best of the species, is but the desire of occupying the 
attention of mankind : valuable, then, is the curious 
neighbor, without whose aid the majority of mankind 
would live unobserved, and die unheeded. By his 
assistance, the humblest is at least assured of one 
friend, whose thoughts are fixed on making his words 
and deeds as diffusively known, as the widest sphere 
of one man's energies will admit. 

Neither is it a trifling merit in the minutely curious, 
that they give daily bread to an infinity of pressmen, 
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type-*fQiinder8, paper tnanufftcturers, compositors, 
readers, and penny-a-line men, who would starve, but 
for the laudable desire of the Pry family, to know 
every thing of every body, from the king to the 
cobbler. Without the exemplary patience which 
enables so many of this class to wade through the 
parliamentary debates, the two houses might as well 
shut up shop : for, except in the indulgence of what 
is called idle curiosity, it would be difficult to assign 
any other motive, to induce any mortal man's under- 
taking so laborious a course of action. 

The English, who have acquired the reputation of 
being a thinking nation, are yet the most curious 
people of Europe ; mixing themselves in the private 
affairs of the most distant nations, intriguing with 
the Turk, watching the Russian, and setting spies 
upon the shah of Persia, going every where, and 
seeing every thing that is to be seen wherever they go. 

So innately anxious for knowledge is a true John 
Bull, that his whole conversation is made up of inter- 
rogatories : when all other matter fails him, he finds 
full employment for his time and faculties in inces- 
santly repeating three questions. " How do ye do ? 
What news ? and what's o'clock." Some are still 
alive to remember when the elite of the land spent 
whole mornings in the streets watching the goings 
and comings of old Blucher, and following the mo- 
tions of the Emperor of Russia. Thousands, like- 
wise, put themselves within danger of being crushed 
to death, that they might see the passage of the Duke 
of York's funeral. Nay there is not a spectacle, from 
a coronation to a cock-fight, from a burning moun- 
tain to a burking establishment, that does not congre- 
gate its mob of English spectators. 

No one, then, with a grain of patriotism, will pre- 
sume to speak ill of curiosity. Great authorities, it 
is true, may be quoted against this passion ; but where 
is the absurdity which great authorities have not 
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sanctioned ? Lot's wife was certainly a melancholy 
monument of a salt itch for the indulgence. Poor 
Mrs. Bluebeard, abso, narrowly escaped paying with 
her liead for inconsiderate peeping; and Psjrche's 
misadventures have been said or sung in all languages. 
But, in these cases, the punishment was more directed 
against the disobedience of the parties, than against 
their abstract thirst for knowledge. As for Lot's wife, 
every body runs to a fire, without sustaining greater 
penalties than the loss of a watch, or a pocket hand- 
kerchief: Mrs. Bluebeard ought to have been acquitted 
on the plea of self-preservation : and, with respect to 
Psyche, it was most unreasonable to suppose she could 
lay her head near that of her husband, without some 
dasire of seeing what was the color of his whiskers. 

Besides, these examples prove too much ; for in 
every recorded instance of such cruel injunctions, 
against the indulgence of a natural propensity, from 
Eve to Orpheus, and from Orpheus to the aforesaid 
Mrs. Bluebeard, the command has uniformly been 
broken ; which shows to demonstration that the pas- 
sion for prying is plus forte aue nauSj and that we 
are not accountable for its workings. If curiosity be 
really a heinous offence, God help Belzoni and Dr. 
Young, who could not even let the Pharaohs rest 
quiet in their graves ; and God help all residents in 
country towns, where curiosity is an ever reigning 
epidemic ! 

A curious man is necessarily endowed with many 
virtues, or, at least his curiosity stands him in the 
place of many. Industry and perseverance he must 
pc»»ess in the highest degree. There is no stone 
which a truly curious person will leave unturned, in 
order to obtain a desired piece of intelligence. Sheba 
performed a tedious pilgrimage, merely to get a sight 
of King Solomon in all his glory. Actseon encoun- 
tered a miserable death, to learn what sort of stuff a 
goddess was made of; or, probably, to ascert&m 
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Tvhether she was as great a prude as she pretended. 
One woman jammed herself into a clock-case, to sur- 
prise the secret of the Freemasons ; and many a man, 
and many a woman too, have sacrificed the happiness 
of their lives, for the pleasure of satisfying themselves, 
that they were — how shall we express the idea ? — 
entitled to a divorce. 

Another quality essential to the curious is courage. 
As all the world have something to conceal, all the 
world have their hands set against him who would 
penetrate their secret; and kickings and cuffings in- 
numerable are the reward of that patriotism, which 
would make itself a sufficient substitute for Momus's 

{^lass-window. The melancholy fate of the benevo- 
ent chamberlain, Polonius, who took such a kind- 
hearted interest in the affairs of his master, would 
afford an instance strongly in point, if such instances 
were not too common to need quotation. Many a 
curious eye haslbeen lost by a wound inflicted through 
a key-hole ; and many an ear has been destroyed by 
an explosion of gunpowder blowing the handle of a 
lock into its porches. 

From all this it may be concluded, that he who 
desires to live in a whole skin, should not be of too 
prying a disposition. 

Curiosity demands likewise in its exercise no ordi- 
nary degree of forbearance. Listeners, it is believed, 
seldom -hear much good of themselves. It frequently 
costs the curious incredible efforts of face and temper 
to conceal the knowledge they have surreptitiously 
obtained, of other people's opinions to their disadvan- 
tagre ; and to avoid the practical bull of the Irishman, 
who, when a man in a coffee-house, writing to his 
friend, told him, <' I shall say no more, for there is a 

d d impudent Paddy looking over my shoulder," 

gave him the lie, and knocked him down, to prove 
Uiat he was innocent of the fact. 

In addition to these various moral excellences, great 
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intellectaal endowment is necessar7 to the gratifica- 
tion of cariosity. It is not alone by the use of the 
senses, that men arrive at the knowledge of hidden 
truths. Quickness in seizing upon hints accidentally 
dropped, dexterity in dovetailing particulars indivi- 
dually insignificant, and a promptitude of induction 
to make the most of those lights, which must tran- 
spire in spite of the extremest caution, will alone ex- 
tort the tmth,4vhen any pains are taken to keep a 
matter concealed. 

Whoever has read Monk Lewis's pretty story of 
" My Uncle's Garret-window," will at once under- 
stand the meaning and value of this hint. By the 
exercise of vast powers of combination, and a happi- 
ness of conjectural criticism, worthy of the brightest 
days of the " slashing Bentley's," the hero of this tale 
was enabled, in the confinement of the above men- 
tioned observatory, to evolve a complicated intrigue, 
from the scanty but indubitable indications of what 
was passing in the opposite house. 

In further illustration of the excellence of curiosity, 
due mention must be made of the various great pub- 
lic functionaries, high in station, and venerable in 
ch^aracter, with whom its indulgence is strictly ex 
officio. Perhaps the most curious persons on the face 
of the earth are the going judges of assize, who inte- 
rest themselves in all tlie concerns of a county in 
which they are utter strangers ; and leave their snug 
chambers and commodious mansions in London, for 
the purpose of prying into the conduct of men whose 
modesty Induces them to avoid by every artifice sueh 
publicity. They will spend whole mornings in scru- 
tinizing little traits of character, and clearing up little 
anecdotes, respecting the veriest canaille ; and they 
ask the most perplexing and disagreeable questiomr^ 
from the most respectable persons that come before 
them, with as much coolness and gravity, as if they 
were the born heirs of a note of interrogation, and as 

8* 
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if the world was made for no other purpose, than to 
satisfy their demands. So far do they carry this mat- 
ter, that they do not scruple to shut up twelve of the 
best men of the county in a box, detaininp^ them from 
their lawful occupations, merely to obtain their opi- 
nion of any trifle that may happen to be in dispute^ 
The fatal consequence of this official curiosity is to 
place many unhappy persons in the most trying situ- 
ations; and they have been known to be the death of 
a great many of the subjects, whom they have sub- 
mitted to this cruel and harassing process. 

Next to the judges, the members of the legislature 
are noted for their tendency to pry. These last are 
in the daily habit of forming themselves into commit- 
tees for instituting inquiries, often exceedingly provo- 
king, into other people's affairs. One day they will 
have a list of the fees you take in your office; another 
time they insist upon your tellinof how many promis- 
sory notes you have issued ; and then, again, they 
must needs know at what price your farmers have 
sold their wheat. There are cases in which their cu- 
riosity will descend as low as a yard of ribbon, or a 
pint of port ; and if you refuse to part with your se- 
cret, they will set a man with a black rod upon you, 
whose insinuating manners and persevering atten^ 
tions will soon inveigle you into a change of opinion. 

There are, at all times, a certain number of the 
members of that honorable corps who take manifest 
pride and pleasure in asking disagreeable questions of 
Her Majesty's Ministers; who, in revenge, exert all 
their ingenuity in balking this curiosity, either by a 
direct refusal to answer, or by so framing their replies, 
a3 to shut out precisely the information sought for. 
For the same reason, ministers have, by a long prac- 
tice of evasion, enabled themselves to render the 
King's or dueen's Speech a model of cryptology, and 
a perfect type of the anti-didactic. 

In this they are nothing to be blamed. The best 



cuaiosiTT. 91 

things become mischievous by abuse ; and curiosity 
exercised, not for obtaining information, but for em* 
barrassing the servants of the crown, is very trouble* 
some, and of dangerous example ; and therefore wor- 
thy of rebuke. To what end is the Minister a mem* 
her of the Privy Council, if his thoughts and actions 
are to be as much publici juris, as Privy Gardens ? 

But while thus chary of their own secrets, " they 
of the council" are not the less curious after those of 
every body else. Witness the sums annually expend- 
ed in secret service, both at home and abroad, and for 
the most part distributed among that honorable and 
useful class of persons invidiously called spies. In 
the foreign cabinets of the continent, this curiosity is 
carried to such a pitch, that almost in every house one 
or more observers are employed in reporting every 
thing that is said or done within its walls : while to 
every post-office is attached a separate department, 
exclusively occupied in counterfeiting seals, and 
opening: the letters of unsuspicious correspondents. 

Another set of public functionaries, of whom curi- 
osity may be predicted in a high degree, are the very 
respectable officers of Her Majesty's Customs and Ex- 
cise : a man cannot import a pint of brandy, or make 
a pound of soap or of candles, but they must know 
the reason why ; and a farmer cannot take a ride by 
moonlight on the coast, without having his medita- 
tions disturbed by the scrutiny of their water guard. 

It would, however, be extremely unfair to blame 
this indiscretion in the subaltern officers of the state, 
when the Lord Chancellor himself sets them so tempt- 
ing an example. The Chancellor is, perhaps, the 
most curious person in His Majesty's dominions ; and 
it is probably for this reason that be carries the seals 
with him, wherever he goes, as a memento of that 
secrecy which should accompany the prying of a man 
of honor. The whole time of this great dignitary is 
scarcely sufficient to read the answers to questions he 
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is perpetaally patting, to the right and to the left, in 
season and out of season, to all persons who are un- 
fortunate enough to come within the sphere of his 
authority. So inveterate is this his habit, that he 
will permit any man who likes to supply him with 
interrogatories, for the mere pleasure of forcing some 
poor devil to put his answer into court: an amiable 
weakness, of which the cruellest advantage may be 
taken, by putting questions at once, personal, offen* 
sive, and groundless, and at war with common sense, 
truth, and decency ; and this, too, by individuals who 
have no more to do with the Chancellor, or the matter 
in hand, than with the great Mogul. 

One of the principal occupations of this official, is 
listening to endless details of private life ; inquiring 
whether people read improper books ; whether they 
teach their children the catechism, or the Child's 
Guide to the Gallows, or the like. There is, in fact, 
no department in life, to which a Chancellor's curi- 
osity will not extend. He dabbles in medicine ; and 
is always suspecting that his friends are mad : and 
when he has, with infinite pains, established the fact, 
he insists on having a minute account of how the 
poor man is treated, and how his money is spent, to 
the last farthing. He affects, also, to be a great judge 
of literature ; and he will go out of his way to stop 
the printing of any book that he hears has in it what 
he calls heterodoxy. In this, toe^ he is the more per* 
verse, because, while he restrains the owner of the 
copy, he gives full leave to any pirate who can get 
hold of the MS. to do his worst. 

The Chancellor is also an amazing eonnoisseur of 
music, and will inquire whether a fiddler stole the mu- 
sic of a song, or got it ^ all out of his own head." 
As keeper of the King's conscience, the Chancellor 
must also be curious in theology ; and the world has 
not yet forgotten one Chancellor, so tenderly scrupu- 
lous on this point, that he would not admit any omui 
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to serve his master in the meanest office, who could 
not satisfv him as to his knowledge and faith in the 
Thirty-nine Articles. 

The Chancellor of the Exchequer is another askcr 
of impertinent questions, who keeps curiosity in coun- 
tenance by his practises. He cannot pass a house 
without stopping to count its windows ; he is con- 
stantly inquiring how many equipages, servants, and 
horses his friends keep, whether they are fond of 
sporting, and whether they are single or married ? 
So frankly does he indulge in these indiscretions, that 
he openly keeps in every parish one or more ques- 
tionists, for the express purpose of obtaining the most 
exact information concerning such particulars. He 
makes it a boast, that the proudest lord of the land 
cannot hire a pair of posters, or shoot a brace of par* 
tridges, without his knowledge of the fact. Once he 
took a frolic of knowing how many persons wore 
watches, and whether they were gold-mounted or not. 
At another time he counted the powdered heads, till 
people got frightened, and combed out the farina, to 
the great and lamentable increase of Jacobinism in 
the land. Another year he must needs know how 
much his neighbors had for pocket-money ; and whe- 
ther a man lived by begging, borrowing, or stealing.* 
But as few people cared to reply fairly to such tick- 
lish questions, he was, after a while, advised by his 
friends to refrain from putting them any more. 

The Chancellor of the Exchequer is precisely the 
last man entitled to indulge in such fancies, because 
he is always extravagantly jealous of the curiosity of 
others ; and when obliged to lay his accounts, as in 

• Home Tooke, when told by the Income Tax Commissioners that his 
visible expenditure exceeded the income he had returned (under £60 per 
annum,) and was asked to explain the fact, replied, that people who ex- 
ceed their means, may contrive to live by begging, borrowing, or stealing ; 
and he left them to decide for themselves, on which of these resources he 
depended. 
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duty bound, before the public, he has often taken spe« 
cial care so to confuse the items, that not one man in 
a thousand could make out, whether his income ex- 
ceeds or falls short of his expenditure. 

Uuestionins: is not, however, confined to official 
dignitaries. Lawyers and physicians are great ques- 
tionists ; and the clergy are not less curious coiH^ern- 
ing the agricultural interests of their parishioners. 
The first nobles of the land take in certain Sunday 
papers, that they may gratify a prurient curiosity for 
scandal ; and the whole tribe of would-be aristocrats 
among the middle classes devour the " Morning Post" 
and " Court Journal," to learn how the royal family 
and nobility^ pass their time, and to obtain an insight 
into circles to which they can never penetrate in 
person. 

The gentlemen of the Stock Exchange, too, lite 
only froih one story to another, and are miserable, if 
" a great man's butler looks grave,"* without their 
knowing why. Accordingly, they keep the high roads 
of Europe alive with their expresses, which ply with 
more regularity and speed than the king's messengers. 
To be sure, they are not always very scrapulouB 
about the truth of the results of their research. They 
are metaphysicians enough to be aware, that truth is 
only " what all men believe ;"t and, provided a lie be 
accredited, it answers their purpose as well as the 
purest matter of fact. 

There is a very respectable class of persons, who 
are greatly solicitous to ascertain your precise notions 
concerning the Apocalypse; and to know whether 

iron read the Bible ; and whether you employ the 
ights of commentary, or reject them, in your biblical 
lucubrations. There was, not long ago, also another 
set, who were seen mounted upon lamp-posts, to peep 
into their neighbors' windows, and learn whether 

• Murphy's *' Upholsterer." 
t <* Diversions of Furley." 



CTJRtOSlTY. 96 

they shaved themselves, or employed a barber on a 
Sunday morning ; and there are still many who can- 
not find leisure to go to church themselvesj in their 
intense anxiety to discover who smoke pipes, and 
drink ale, in the time of divine service. 

Society, in short, may be considered as one vast 
system of espionage, and the business of every man 
is not only with the actions, but with the very 
thoughts of all his neighbors. The parliament, there- 
fore, is properly designated as the grand inquest of 
the nation ; and every assemblage of men, from a 
county aggregate meeting, to a coroner's inquest, may 
be considered as a committee for investigating what- 
ever is, or may be. 

In no respect does a mere man approach nearer to 
the nature of the immortal gods, than in becoming a 
participator in their knowledge of human affairs ; 
and on this account the situation of kings is singu^ 
larly enviable, for they are ever fond of gossip, and 
have always a plentiful supply prepared for their gra- 
tification. Napoleon employed a double set of spies 
to watch each other, and with all the great interests 
of Europe on his hands, he found time to dive to the 
bottom of every love intrigue in his court and army. 

These things being considered, can we sufficiently 
laud our fortunes in being born in an age, in which 
the whole globe lies open to our researches, and new 
centres of civilization are preparing in the most dis- 
tant wilds, to enlarge the objects of research ? 

Nor is it a less matter, that while the geographical 
globe expands, as it were, under our searching 
glances, the world of science exhibits a still ampler 
increase. The discovery of the mysteries of phreno- 
logy, more especially, is a cause tor intense gratula* 
tion, since it is the shortest of all methods for arriving 
at every species of secret. A man possessed of this 
science is like a gamester who plays with marked 
cards ; he sees at a glance his antagonist's game ; and 
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he reads his roost secret thoughts, transferred from 
the ^anc^um of his brain, and rendered palpable upon 
his integuments. With the dissemination of this tru- 
ly "useful knowledge," simulation and dissimulation 
will be done away with, as superfluous and unavail- 
ing ; and curiosity will have a field for its indulgence, 
which nothing but a revival of Louis XIV.'s great 
wigs can close — and that would be a resource too ex- 
pensive for common use. 

Awaiting the fulness of time for the full dissemina- 
tion of phrenological science, it might not be amiss to 
favor the public appetite for the knowledge of little 
things, by the establishment of a royal society for the 
encouragement of the moral atid social Periwinkles, 
and the "Tradescants of ethical rarities, where papers 
might be read on all the departments of anecdote, and 
archives be kept of those petty transactions, which 
biographers overlook, and historians disdain. The 
presidents of such a society might be chosen, alter- 
nately, from the two classes of saints, and blue stock- 
ings, as that of the other royal society used to be from 
the naturalists and mathematicians — a maiden lady in 
advanced life always having the preference. A cer- 
tain portion of every sitting might be occupied with 
reading and commenting on the satirical novels of the 
day, and determining, for the benefit of posterity, the 
precise heroes of their innuendo. 

The society should have, of right, a copy of all 
parliamentary returns ; an annual lecture might be 
founded for the perpetual discovery of the author of 
Junius, identifying "the iron mask," and for re- 
covering the lost "Pleiad;" but, above all, there 
should be a standing committee of blanks and aster- 
isks, to illustrate the fashionable intelligence of the 
London papers, to chronicle crim cons, and to preserve 
the annals of the police-offices, with the names of 
the parties in full. 
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It is, however, unnecessary to enter into details : 
establish the society, and the instinct of prying will 
soon find the fit sphere for its activity. The Inquisi- 
tion, or the Society for the Suppression of Vice, might 
be taken as the models for its course of procedure. 
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England, which has produced the three greatest 
poets of the modera world, is singularly deficient in 
poetical nationality — a noble quality, distinct from 
egotism— a quality that awakens reverence for sites 
hallowed by the memory of compatriot genius, and 
consecrates every spot reminiscent of events influen- 
tial on a people's greatness. 

In England, genius has few shrines erected in the 
public imagination, through the medium of material 
landmarks commemorating its passing existence, and 
identifying the scenes of its splendid and beneficent 
exertions. Shakspeare, Milton, and Byron — each the 
bright star of his cotemporary galaxy — are illustra- 
tions of the proposition. Neglected, or persecuted, or 
blighted while living, in death their dwelling on earth 
is marked by no tablet ; no mausoleum (the receptacle 
of their ashes) rises beneath the fretted roof of the 
national Pantheon. Shakspeare was buried at Strat- 
ford ; Milton in St. Giles's, Cripplegate (the very stone 
which marked the hallowed spot having been re- 
moved, and never replaced ;*) while the bier of Byron 
passed the towers of Westminster Abbey, on its way 
to the parish church of a remote village. In one age, 

* This injury was compensated through the liberality of the late Mr. 
Whilbread, at whose expense a bust, by Bacon, of the great poet, was 
erected in the church. 
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a Dean and Chapter of Westminster deemed the name 
of the inspired author of the « Paradise Lost" a pro- 
fanation to the repository of regal and prelatical great- 
ness : it was declared by Dr. Spratt to be " too detesta- 
ble to be read (even incidentally) on the walls of a 
building dedicated to devotion."* In another age, the 
same authorities refused to Byron an inscription in 
that "corner," where the poets of England arc 
huddled together in a petty space, and overshadowed 
by the monuments of women, who lived without cha- 
racter, and of men who died without distinction.! 
Shakspeare owed the resuscitation of his fame to an 
actor, like himself; he owed, also, to that actor the 
highest honors paid to his memory. 

But what have the university-bred men of England, 
or its " most thinking" people, done to preserve from 
ruin the dwelling-place of him who has raised the 
literary character of England to unrivalled eminence? 
What has been done for the house at Stratford, which, 
like that of Loretto, should be enshrined in marble, 
and gemmed with the votive offerings of the intel- 
lectual world ? If that house still exists, if the iden- 
tical chimney-corner is preserved, by whose hearth 
the fresh smelling forest scenery of " As you like it" 

* The Dean and Chapter of Westminster were more liberal to the 
memory of Caxton. On being applied to by the Roxburghe Clab for 
leave to erect a tablet in the Abbey to 4»m, whote workt istfiedfrom the 
Sanctuary of Westminster^ in the reign of Edward IV., they replied, by 
the pen of the former Dean's son, that a tablet to the late Mr. Caxton 
would not be objected to, fur which they would consider the price. (See 
*« Athenaeum," No. 3*24.) — Oh! this price to the pit, box, and gallery of 
Westminster Abbey ! 

t More than one heroine of the drama, not quite as exemplary for 
▼irtoe and unblemished character as the Farrens, Siddons, Bruntons, and 
other estimable actresses of the present age, have found " snug lying in 
the Abbey." Mrs. Oldfield, the public mistress of Mr. Mainworing and 
of €reneral Churchill, was laid in state in the Jerusalem Chamber. Her 
funeral, splendidly " got up" in Westminster Abbey, with permission of 
the Dean and Chapter, was attended by the principal nobility of the land,'* 
*' some of whom were her pallbearen."— See *' Leigh Hunt's LcuuIq^ 
Journal," a delightful periodical. 
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— ^the joyous wit of Falstaff— the philosophy of Hanv 
let — the poetry and pas^on of Macbetli and Romeo, 
were probably first conceived and embodied — by 
whom has the fane been rescued from destruction 1 
By a poor woman, to whose sordid cares it is aban- 
doned, and who derives a pittance from the contribu- 
tions of foreigners, who crowd, as pilgrims, to the 
Mecca of Knglish genius, to offer that homage, so 
scantily bestowed at home. 

And where stand the dwellings of Milton 1 Is the 
house, in which he wrote his glorious " Defence for 
the people of England," and his treatise on " The 
likeliest means to remove Hirelings out of the 
Church," unknown to the English people — un- 
known to the Church reformers of England ? 
Does no inscription of nationaal respect emblazon its 
walls, does no column rise in its gardens ? Has no 
literary institution purchased and preserved it, as a 
monument of the great and stirring times it recalls ; 
and does it stand unrevered and unvisited by the 
" curled darlings of the nation," who flock to Weimar 
to worship at the shrine of Goethe, or search every 
corner of Germany for literary localities, to record in 
the overladen Magazines and Annuals, the where- 
abouts of sickly sentimentalists and dreaming meta- 
physicians ! 

It was not always thus. Even in the darkest hour 
of Milton's adversity, when the untiring vengeance 
of the Stuarts thirsted for his blood,* and his timid, 

* The Duke of York, in the heyday of his honors and greatness, went 
to satisfy a malignant curiosity, by visiting Milton in bis own bouse. He 
asked him if he did not regaid the loss of his sight as a judgment for his 
writings against the king. Milton replied, calmly, ** If your highness 
thinks calamity an indication of Heaven's wrath, how do you account for 
the fate of the king, your father? I have lost but my eyes— he lost his 
head.'' 

On the Duke's return to court he said to the King, ** Brother, you are 
greatly to blame that you don't have that old rogue Milton hanged." 

*' What !" said the King, '* have you seen Milton 7" 

** Yes," •nswered the Duke, ** I have seen him." 
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ungrateful, and prostrate countrymen abandoned him 
to his fate, his house was a shrine to illustrious 
foreigners, to whom he was still the object of regard 
and veneration, in England. If, in the reign of 
Cromwell, the Latin secretary of state had snared 
with the Protector the homageof continental visitors, 
in the hour of his danger and desolation, the eminent 
of all countries docked to his deserted house in Bread*- 
street, with a feeling of almost religious veneration^ 
as the birthplace of the defender of the British r&- 
.pnblio. 

In 1652, when Milton was at the summit of his 
genius, his fame, and his prosperity, he removed to 
bis residence in Petty France, which he occupied tlH 
the Restoration. << It was a handsome house'' (says 
the best of his biographers), "opening into St. James's 
Park, adjoining the mansion of Lord Scudamore.'' 
It was also a garden-house, such as the imaginative 
love to occupy, and all within its view was poetical 
and picturesque, for it stood in the time^honoved do-^ 
minions of the Abbots of Westminster, and com-* 
manded the towers of the halls of the Tudors. In 
this house Milton wrote that splendid answer to the 
hireling Salmasius, the paid defender of prelacy> roy- 
alty, and Charles, in which he first propounded the 
axiom, that political power by right emanated from 
the people^ for whose good it should be exercised, and 
for whose benefit it may rightfully be resumed. Here, 
too, amidst many other products of his full and teem-i 
ing mind, he struck out, and nearly completed the 
most glorious of all known poem?, his w Paradise 
Lost.'* This house still remains, but remains un- 
boQored, save by a few of the working class, who live 
and labor in its neighborhood-^lhe class who ^re edcb 

<' In wfaftt condition did you find him T* 

**> Condilios t why he ia dd, «nd vevjr poon** 

*•* Old iwid poocv" Mid ihiB kmg, '^^nd Mind, |iMii«>7ini «• a ibol, J»im«», 
to have him hviged-!^t woiild i»4tmig tuna semce. No : if he is poor« 
^, and blind, he i» noiterahlie enough in all conscience; kt him llTe." 

9* 
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eating themselves — the class who gathered round the 
poet's grave, when, in 1792, it was opened, " when 
the people came from all quarters for a sight of his 
bones ; and happy was the man who became posses- 
sor of any portion of the sacred relics."* 

This house, whence Milton dates so many of his 
letters and works,t in who^e gardens he received so 
many illustrious foreigners, is now no longer " a gar- 
den-house," as when he fled from it at the Restora- 
tion, to avoid an ignominious death. It is now in- 
closed in the coarse purlieus of mechanical industry 
and vulgar bustle.t lis once spacious stairs are con- 
tracted to a steep, narrow flight ; and little of the in- 
terior remains as it was in the seventeenth century, 
but an attic, beside whose cavernous chimney Milton 
is said to have written during the winter, << when his 
vein was happiest, and from whose elevated casement, 
hanging over his garden, he must have watched the 
return of his own favorite spring :— 

• Symmons's " Life of Milton." 

t Andrew Marvdl addresses Milton as ** My honored friend, Jno. MM* 
ton, secretary for the foreign affairs, at bis house in Petty France, West* 
minster." 

t It is No. 9, in York-street, Westminster. The writer of this article 
irifeited it. On inquiring at a greengrocer^s shop for MiIton*s house, the 
mistress knew at once the object of our search, and pointed it out as 
"next door to the undertaker's." The undertaker, too, an intelligent 
Toung man, did the honors of the locality with a pleased alacrity, which 
bespoke his knowledge and regard of the gifted being, who had given the 
edifice its celebrity. Having charge of the key, he abandoned his work 
to conduct us through every room ; and, after having patiently pointed 
oat what was remarkable in the interior, he returned with us to bis own 
bouse, to obtain a view of the garden-front-— for Milton's garden had been 
added to that of Jeremy Bentham. In the gable of the houMe is an almost 
obliterated inscription, intimating, that '* Here lived John Milton, the 
prince of poets." The philosopher of utility, though proud of the neigh- 
borhood, is said to have been very cautious of pointing it out to his guestSt 
till he had first ascertained that they had no poetical pretensions of their 
own, having been ftiirly worn out with the affected raptures and calculated 
onthusiaftm of the disciples of the modem forcing-pump school. A draw- 
ing of this house was taken by Mr. Franklin, an ingenius artist, who pub- 
litbed, at the period of this visit, a lithography of it. The last occupant 
mu Mr. Haslitt. 
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Fair season budding sprays, sw^et smelling flowers. 
And quite forgot earth's turmoils, spite, and wrong. 

Drummond. 

But if the house of the blind republican be thus 
neglected, where stands the dwelling of the poet of 
many quarterings ? Which of the aristocratic muses 
of the St. James's Parnassus would venture to point 
out to the princes and ambassadors of Russia and Aus- 
tria, the mansion of the Italian liberal — of the cham- 
pion of Greece? There was, indeed, a time, when 
the house of Byron was not unknown to fame — when 
Fashion, like a poor petitioner, stood waiting at its 
threshold, in supplication for admittance — when Love, 
laughing at surly porters, forced the pass, and fools 
rushed in, and angels did not fear to tread the luxu- 
rious saloons of the modern Alcibiades. But, when 
the open scorner of cant ceased to keep terms with 
hypocrisy, the Tartuffes, who could pardon vices in 
princes, and do homage to royal mistresses, as the 
givers of all good things, placed the frail young poet 
under the anathema of fashionable morality, and then 
be was left << alone on his desolate hearth ;" his house, 
like one marked by the yellow flag of pestilence, was 
avoided and forgotten ; and when its immortal master 
retired in disappointment and disgust, from the coun- 
try he had illustrated, the paternal abbey of Childe 
Harold would have been demolished and swept away 
by the greedy hand of speculation, but for the inter- 
vention of private sympathy, and school-formed 
affection,* 

If, then, the most thinking people of Europe think 
the memory of their great poets best embalmed in 
their own w^orks, and leave to their meridian blood of 
southern climes, the honoring of literary genius in 
the consecration of its dwellings, they show an equal 

* Col. Wiklman, the ftvourite schoolfellow of Lord Byron, has made 
Newstead Abbey a monument of bis own taste and liberal spirit, no lest 
Chan of his devotion to ite former illustrioas owner. 
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indifference with regard to their more substantial 
benefactors. In which of the places of popular resort 
rise the statues of the philosophers and the statesmen, 
to whom England is indebted for the earlier lights of 
science, and the amelioration of its social condition ? 
The statues of Bacon, Hampden, and Sydney— the St^ 
Johns of the dark desert of despotism and ignorance — . 
the illustrious precursors of the reform of all know- 
ledge — present not their intellectual images to animate 
the popular gaa^e, and to elevate the popular feelings^ 
Among the many statues of "stout gentlemen'' in 
wigs and armor, with truncheoned hands and beet 
leg foremost, which occupy the aristocratic squares 
and high places of the metropolis, there beam forth 
few specimens of the sculptured bea.uty of mind, 
which, while it forms a stiKly for ait, holds forth q, 
bright example to patriotism, and turns the thought 
of the lowliest spectator to subjects of high arnl glo- 
rious isopoit. 

London, indeed, like Ftorence, has her Piaz^ft del 
Gran]>iica; the « statue which delights the world"' 
(of Conservatism) rises proudly on its elevated column 
to ehaUenge popular yenemtion^ There is anothef^ 
fitatue, too, colossal as the « David^ of Michael Angela 
of the I^gda Oroagna; hat, on whose ponderous 
shoulders (rormed from the cannon of a conquered 
enemy), the people will never mount, and, like thoee 
of Florence, shout into the ear of ^spotism, *^ Pe^Ask 
e Ubertd P' for the statue in, Hydie Park ^ds to no 
such associations. But, if, amor^ the idols of party^-— 
if, amemg the images of power and ascendancy with 
which adulation has preoccupied the public places 
of the niietropolis, a monnment lo patriotism and to 
]K>pQlar virtue has here and there intruded on the 
pnblic gaaid, it has rarely been set up by public acn 
clamation, or by the government of the land ; hut has 
been placed by family affection, or dedicated by pri-. 
rate feeling. The statue of Fox was raised by thci 
Duke of Bedford. 
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The same want of imaorinative nationality which 
is marked, in England, by the absence of enthusiasm 
for literary and intellectual localities, is likewise ob- 
servable in the oblivion that has fallen over her ancient 
buildings and historic sites. From Crosby Hall and 
the Star Chamber,* to the dull, dingy "pouting place 
of Princes" in Leicester Square, all are forgotton or 
neglected, preyed on by the decay of time, or over- 
thrown by the recklessness of speculation. Even the 
recent hot fit of literary zeal and antiquarian activity 
has barely sufficed to extort as much money as was 
necessary to restore the edifice where Richard the 
Third gave his rendezvous to the young widow of 
his murdered cousin ; though that edifice is conse- 
crated alike by architectural beauty and historic recol- 
lections, and endeared by its associations with some 
of Shakspeare's most splendid pages. 

The shores of the Thames, up to the close of the 
seventeenth century, resembled those of a Venetian 
lagoon. There, in gothic or in Palladian beauty, 
rose the patrician mansions of the Howards, the 
Arundels, the Surreys, the Cecils, and the Yillierses^ 
whence princes and ministers issued from beneath 
the marble porticoes, into their gorgeous bari^res, 
amidst trains of badged and liveried watermen, for 
the courts of Westminster and Whitehall. One only 
of these splendid dwellings now remains, an histori- 
cal monument of manners lonor obsolete, and of a su- 
premacy that has passed away, never again to be 
asserted at the people's expense ; though, in its time, 
a necessary agency to check the despotism which it 
overthrew — a despotism on whose ruins it has in vaia 
endeavored to rear its own oligarchical rule. 

When these picturesque and baronial edifices were 

* The Star Chamber, the ao^rte of iniquities under the Stuarts unsur- 
passed by the Inquisition, occupied that old gothic bouse which, till a very 
recent day, existed to tl^e ri|ht of Westminster H«^U. |( w.«^8 t^e l^^X 
residence of Godwin, 
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abandoned hy their proprietors, and inrere swept away, 
to give place to humbler dwellings, the change was 
not made in search of air, or space, nor to raise 
happier models of architectural beauty and accom- 
modation for public imitation. The close and narrow 
streets, and the mean and cribbed houses, which then 
succeeded, marked the degradation of all the arts. 
The genius of the Dutch and Grerman dynasties 
hung like a fog over the tastes of the nation. The 
cumbrous but splendid style of the preceding ages 
was abandoned, and the metropolis expanded itself 
over its western environs, on the models of Holland 
and of Hanover. A tide of phlegm deluged and di- 
luted the blood of the descendants of the bold Nor- 
man barons, and dimmed the brilliancy of the profii- 
gate, but witty, courtiers of the Stuarts. A Boeotian 
influence fell upon the arts in England, from which 
they are even now but slowly recovering. Its poetry 
was illustrated in Dodsley^s collection, its painting in 
the cocked hats and arms akimbo of the Jervises, and 
its architecture was a replico of formless windows 
and Dutch gables, modelled strictly aft^ the grandeurs 
of the Orossen Heeren fiifraw of Amsterdam, and the 
cold formalities of the Hague. 

Schnaps and the Tpipe accord not with the gorgeous 
and golden rococoed saloon, the taste of I^uis the 
Fourteenth, and required not the gothic gallery of 
more ancient times for their enjoyment. The royal 
patrons of the arts, who (as one of them declared of 
himself) " hated boetry and bainting," and preferred 
nothing in Shakspeare to the Lord Mayor in "Richard 
the Third," did little by their influence and example 
to promote the ideality of the English temperament : 
and the English schools, during the first Georges, 
neither revived the noble fabrics of baronial greatness, 
nor thought of originating the commodious elegance 
of a style, which, in the present day, so suits the 
growing civilization of the people. "I suppose,*' 
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says Horace Walpole, (writing in the middle of the 
eighteenth century — 1743,) " we shall revert to York 
Houses, Clarendon Houses, &c., &c. But from that 
grandeur all the nobility have contracted themselves, 
to live in coops of a dining-room, a dark back-room, 
with one eye in a corner, and a closet," — an accurate, 
and humorous, description of the paltry structures in 
the vicinity of Cavendish and Hanover Squares ; and 
of that conservative square, where gas-light was so 
lately deemed innovation, and train-oil was thought 
to smell of sound constitutional principle. 

It was while standing in devote homage before the 
monument of Bacon, in the ancient and obscure 
church of St. Michael, Herts — it was in gating on 
the ruin of his own beloved Yerulam House, near 
the palace of Gorhambury, and in wandering among 
the crumbling remnants of the Abbey of St. Albans, 
that the subject of the present article developed itself, 
under the influence of the passing impressions. It 
was there that a conviction was engendered, that 
among the agencies of intellectual and political re- 
form, the awakening of a poetic nationahty, not only 
among the people, but among the higher classes, might 
successfully be employed to revive an ennobling and 
healthy taste, which, while it reflected on the arts, 
would raise the moral character of the nation, and 
supersede that love for the frivolous, the trifling, and 
the hypocritical, which is the reproach of the litera- 
ture of the day. 
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ST. ALBAN'S ABBEY. 

No. I. 

** Think what London would be, if the chief houses were in it as in the 
cities of other countries ; and not dispersed, like great rarity plums, in a 
tast pudding of a country.'*^//. Waipole^s Correspondence. 

The dispersion of the historic sites of England 
over its wide surface has been a cause of their pre- 
servation, and has rendered the country interesting 
and poetical, beyond any other in Europe. The 
rural districts, and not the great towns and cities, 
(with the sole exception of London,) are the especial 
seats of those monumental residences, which are 
landmarks of the social story of the people, stuck fast, 
and, as it were, rooted in the very soil. It is there, 
principally, that language, (the master-key to the 
secrets of the past,) still labels every glen, stamps 
every rock, and designates every stream and river, 
with terms which chronicle by-gone events and per- 
sons, beyond the inflaence of time and accident to 
efface. 

When the Saxons, in the fifth century, driven by 
want from their German forests, swarmed over the 
pleasant and fertile vales of England,* they seem to 

* " In this century all the nations of the north, as if hy common con- 
Bentf broke loose from their cold inhospitable regions, and came down in 
vast armies to the warm and plentiful regions of the sovth. 
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have utterly destroyed, or to have displaced, both the 
aboriginal Britons, and the remnant of the scattered 
and straggling descendants of the Roman conquerors. 
The face of the country, desolated by fire and by ra- 
pine, retained few traces of the nascent civilization, 
which had scarcely taken root at their advent. With 
the people, perished their language, as a living tongue, 
in the land ; and England became a mere Saxon 
camp. The sites which the conquerors then occu* 
pied, and the edifices and towns they subsequently 
erected on them, assumed Saxon appellations ; yet, 
notwithstanding this universal subversion of the jBri«- 
ti&h race, the natural monuments of the country, (its 
rivers vand greater landmarks,) preserved, in many 
instances, their priiiiitive names ; and the British 
"Avon," and the Roman " Castrum," still figuie in 
the Saxon geography. 

When that intelligent savage, Egbert, the first Eng- 
lish monarch, had reduced the independent provinces 
of the Heptarchy into one kingdom, and the soil was 
divided into districts, " for the greater ease of his go- 
vernment," one of these shares, or " shires," the near- 
est to the infant metropolis, was singularly distin- 
guished by natural beauty, by comparative civiliza- 
tion, and by sites, which, even then, were historical. 
Thi natural advantages of Hertfordshire, " than 
which," says old Camden, " there is scarce one county 
in England can show more footsteps of antiquity,^' 
were well adapted to the state of society in semi-bar- 
barous times. Its ledge of hills gave shelter,— its 
magnificent woods afibrded fuel and building mate- 
rials, — ^its grassy bottoms wiih their rich pastures, — 
its queen river,* and tributary streams, abounding in 

• " The Thame (the most famous river of England) issued from three 
heads in the partsb of Tring, which, uniting at New Mill, cross Buckings 
hamshire to Thame, in Oxfordshire. There, the river congratulates fht 
Isis ; bur, both emulating each other for the name, and neither yielding, 
they are complicated by that of Thamisis." — Abr, from Chaunc^, 

VOL. I. ""O 
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variety offish, and supplying mills,— its fair valley of 
Kngtate (" yielding the choicest wheat and barley, 
such aS' makes the be^ n>alt. that serves the King's 
Court, which caused dueen Elizabeth to boast of her 
Hitchin grape,") — and its medicinal waters* were per 
culiarities, which supplied the deficiencies, and noet, 
half-way, the wants of undeveloped humanity* 

At the very earliest periods, power had discovered 
the capabilities of this beautiful region ; and th^ Hor 
mans, on their arrival in Britain, founds within its 
boundary, the first attempt at a city, constructed by 
the rude hands of the half-naked natives, who bad 
congregated there for defence : an artless bold, de- 
fenckd by "woods, bogs, and ditches," deserted in 
peace, manned in war, and principally used in times 
of civil dissension of savage against savage, " to put 
their cattle in for safety."t 

Whether this city of " the golden-locked leadet" of 
the Cassi, was the nucleus of the Roman city of Veru- 
1am, of which the remains exist to this day, aod 
which is consecrated to eternal fame, by its associa- 
tion with immortal genius, it were useless to inquire. 
The supposition, however, comports with the assumed 
antiquity and early attractiveness of the spot. The 
clear, sweet, and very wholesome air of the province, 
certainly invited the earliest Saxon Kings to make it 
the scene of their residence; and (here they kept 
their rude courts, and held their parliamentary coun- 
cils.t The royal palace of Kingsbury, where Bertolf, 
King, of the Mercians, kept his state, stood << at the 
west end of the city of St. Alban's, within the walls 
of the ancient Yerulam — the Windsor of the ninth 
century — as, afterwards,. Langley Regis was the 
Brighton of royal repose, in the time of Henry III. 

* One on the common near Barnet, another at Nortbal), and one M 
Offley, are mentioned by Chauncy. 
f Pennant's Journey from Che»ter. 
t CbauBcy. 
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The fiiir sites, improved by the Saxon Princes, 
were not neglected by the Norman invaders: Wil- 
liam the Conqueror fell in love with the county of 
Hertford, seized it into his own hands, and reserving 
to himself a large part " as the provision of his court," 
he gave the remainder to his needy, but powerful fol- 
lowers. The successors of the Conqueror, influenced 
by the same motives, made Hertfordshire the seat of 
their rural residences, " where they were accustomed 
to breed and educate their children." Idany of the 
nobility, consequently, "built stately fabrics, plea- 
sant dwellings, and delicious seats, for their own habi- 
tations, which were anciently called buries, (the Sax- 
on term for dwelling-houses,) and which were mostly 
lordship^." " But smce," adds Chauncy, "several of 
these have lost their lords, and have become now farm- 
houses."* 

'The Doomsday Book has preserved the names of 
those who profited by the Conquest ; and they affofd 
a striking contrast with the simple and homely bnt 
picturesque Saxon appellations of the lands which 
were granted to them. " Bushey" had its Lord De 
la Ware; the "Lea" its Simon de Flambord and Wakl- 
rand de Rochefort; and '^Hatfield" (i. e. Heathfield) 
its De Portescue ; " Honesdone" its De Montgomme- 
ri ; while some nameless ^^soldat heureux^^ was en- 
tered simply as Robert De la Hoo, (a Saxon eqiiiva- 
lent for " Hight," in allusion to its elevated position.) 
The royal " Offley" fell to the St. Legiers ; and " the 
Barleys," "Thornbury," « Coldridges," and "Broc- 

• " The English lands WflHam gave in fee to his soldiers^ to hold tiiem 
ttoder such services as he appointed, by right of succession or inheritanoe, 
which right was not very common in thone days among military tenants ; 
for if they failed in the performance of their duty and service to their lord, 
they forfeited their estates.'' The philosophy of despotism was well an- 
deratood by the Normans, who modelled the law and Government of Eog* 
land on their own, *' for all the judges were Normans, and monks and 
priests were the counsellors and pleaders that managed causes upon all 
tryak for the people." — Chauncy ^ vol. i. 



112 ST. alban's abbey. 

kcts,** gave possessions and honors to many who had 
none in their native land. 

The combinations of one age are, inevitably, des- 
tined to give place to those of another ; and the << to 
have and to hold for ever" of the lawyers, like so 
many other of their fictions, has no warranty from 
the law of nature. The power of the Norman Barons 
decreased under the destructive influence of the cru- 
sading fanaticism, and of the civil wars of the rival 
Roses. The descendants of the foresters, huntsmen, 
falconers, butlers, and other servenies regis, dimin- 
ished in number and in influence ; whilethe posterity 
of the Saxons, socmen, bordars, cotars,* and villains, 
the victims and slaves of the feudal system, the per- 
formers of " base services,'' (as all works of utility 
were thenr termed,) gradually resumed their forfeited 
places in society, by the force of those energies, whieh 
even slavery could not obliterate. The Saxon physi- 
ognomy again appeared in the high places of social 
and political distinction ; while the high arched eye- 
brow and curled lip (the features of haughty, con- 
scious superiority) were oftener found in monumental 
effigies and ancient portraits, than in living originals. 
Society, in thus becoming less picturesque, t^ame 
more equalized ; and it is scarcely hyperbole to add, 
that never has England, since the conquest, been so 
much.Ensland, as in the present day.t 

Under the gradual and progressive influence of such 
causes, the ancient manors and stately mansions of 
Hertfordshire have slipped from the grasp of the pos- 
terity of the Norman nobles, until scarcely a Norman 
family remained. It is curious to watch the fading 
away of the De's, Fitz's, and Ville's, from William 

• Bordar, from the Norman-French word BordCf a cottage ; the tenn 
cotar, or cottier* explains itself. 

t All the rudiments of English liberty wrill be found emanating from the 
Saxon spirit and institutions; the Norman legislator was of a different 
race and temper. 
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the Con^aeiror to Henry IV. ; at which period the De 
Talengies, De Magnavilles, the De Veeres, the De 
Lucis, the Montfichets, the Belcampos, and other lords 
of the soil, and of the liberties of the people, had given 
way to the Braybrookes, Swinebournes, Engelfields, 
and Pendragons, &c. &c. Under Edward IV., many 
of the broad lands of the country were dominated 
by' the Clays, Bnrlies, Cornburghs, Sturgeons, and 
Woods. Under Henry VIH., church reform and con- 
fiscation added to the change. The ancient manors 
of Qoreham, Sandridge, and the Priory of the Prey, 
(all parcels of the ancient "honor" of the monks of 
St. Alban's,) then fell to the lot of Ralph Rowlet, of 
Saxon descent The Brockets, Bacons, Plummers, 
Sadlers, and Millers, came in under Elizabeth : and 
the Brands, Bakers, Lambs, and the owners of other 
old Saxon names, were found in possession of the fair 
manorsof Hertfordshire, under the Georges. Bean- 
champ, the fief of the De Montgommeris, was granted 
to the Taylors and Turners ; and <' the stately pallace 
of Kingsburry, where the Saxon Kings delighted 
much, and where their nobles and officers so often re- 
sorted, as to become a burden and a^ charge to the 
abbot and monks of St. Albans," was sold to one John 
Cox. Merchant-tailors and mercers, and linen-dra- 
pers, from the city of London, became lords of those 
manors, which once gave despotic pririleges to "the 
gentlemen" of RoUo's creation ; 

And thuM the whirligig of time bringsi round its revenges. 

Of all these progressing stages of society, ' the 
monumental fragments are scattered over the soil, to 
which they have given such an historical and poetic 
interest. Of these, the grandest, the most beautiftd, 
and powerful, stands the Abbey of St. Alban's-^Hke 
the fragment of an illuminated manuscript, telling- of 
the moral and pictorial development of man, of bis 



114 ST. ALBiiN's ADBEY. 

ignorance, his knowledge, bis power, and his weak* 
ness. 

In the early history, of England, when all might 
be summed up in blood and massacre, the Monastery 
of St. Alban's was founded and endow^ by Offa, a 
murderer of immortal memory, who, by this peniten- 
tial propitiation, delivered to posterity the record of 
bis. crimes, while he unconsciously forwarded .that 
great reform, which be^an through the resistance of 
the church to feudal violence. 

Monastic life had been founded under the influence 
of fear. Adopted as a protection by the persecuted 
Chirstians of Egypt, who retired into the desert for 
safety and repose, the life grew into repute fur its own 
sake, spread through the Greek Church, passed into 
the Latin, was early embraced in France, and frooi 
France was. imported into Britain, where its adapta- 
tion to the circumstances of the times insured it a 
rapid, and wide prevalence. 

When St. Augustine arrived in England with his 
forty monks, at the close of the sixth century, Glas- 
tonbury and Bangor were already flourishing esta- 
blishments. The latter had grown up under perse- 
cution ; having, at its foundation, been taxed with a 
spirit of innovation by the Druids, whom it attacked 
in their own powerful seat. The Druidical hierarchy 
raised the cry that their church was in. danger ; they 
accused the new brotherhood of being Christian 
philosophers — overturners of the social order of 
human sacrifices, and of the orthodox worship of tlie 
mistletoe — the corrupters of the youth of the nation 
(the old church-and-state cry against Socrates.) Not-- 
withstandiug this denunciation, or rather, in conse- 
quence of it, the monastery throve, and the monks 
became exceedingly numerous ; but, in after years, 
persecution was more efiectual in its mischievous 
activity : for the monks, ^siding with theiBritish peo- 
ple against their Saxon invaders, and maintaining 
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tlieir own usages against the authority of the Roman 
bishops, Ethelfred, instigated, as it is said, by St. 
Augustine,* massacred no less than 1200 of them ; 
an event which waS:Soon followed by the ruin of the 
establishment. 

Its great rival and cotempora];y (Glastonbury) 
more prudent, orless ardent .in the cause of reform, 
survived for nearly seven hundred years, and fell only 
with the universal wrecks at the Reformation. 

The endowment of an abbey ihat was to surpass 
both — the Abbey of St. Alban's — is said to have arisen 
from the miraculous discovery, by King Offa, of ihe 
body of St. Alhan (the first British martyr ;) when a 
shining light over Yerulam directed the monarch to 
the tomb. The royal penitent having dedicated his 
manor and patece of Winslow, in Hertfordshire, to 
the foundation, says Newcome, " thought proper to 
call together his nobles, prelates, and chief personages, 
to take council on the further execution of hi3 pious 
design ; and it ,was then determined Ihat the King 
should in person go to.Rome,t to solicit leave of the 
Pope, and procure the desired privileges for his foun- 
dation. The King proceeded, in the full intention to 
make his endowment as far transcend all other mo- 
nasteries, as St. Alban had surpassed all other mar* 
tyrs. The Pope^ with great commendations of the 
King's zeal and piety, grants-ail his requests ; and 
Offa, in return, granted for the use of the English 
school at Rome, that Peterpence, or one penny per 

* *' It 18 probable that the Monasvtery of Banehor 'Wfeis found by Austin 
and hia monks to be adverse to their plan and institution, since it is plain 
that Austin made pretensions to an authority unknown to the British 
clergy ; and that the latter had never acknowledged a dependance on any 
foreign PnntifT,. as head .... And this enmity against thai British clergy, 
instigated the King of the East Angles, by the persuasion of Austin, to 
extirpate Banchor.*' — Newcome' t Hift. of St, Alban* », p. 21. 

t An enteiprise of Vast danger and difficulty in those rude and trotibled 
limes. 
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fttniljT, ishould be collected- throughout his domi- 
nions ;* and having made confession to the Pope of 
all his crimes, and received a conditional absolution, 
he departed with a devout benediction. — [Hist, of St. 
Albau's, p. 26.] 

The first Abbot of St. Alban's was « one Willigod," 
who ascended the abbatial chair in 794 : the last was 
Cardinal Wolsey, who descended from it in 1523. 
What duration for a system, and what a fall ! By 
how many fluctuations of power and of opinion was 
that system (for centuries deemed infallible) reddoed 
to its ultimate powerless decay ! How many uses 
had isunk into abuses, not merely by becoming cor- 
rupt, but by their growing inaptitude to the wants 
and opinions of after-times. The life and fall of the 
last immortal abbot is but a type of the great abuses 
on which be rose, and by which he fell. Bishop, le- 
gate, tkbhbtj cardinal, statesman, philosopher, arid irfe- 
^onsible minister (responsible at least to his master 
alone,) his story is a brief abstract of the tinies in 
which he lived, when power, wound up to its highest 
possible pitch, broke by the excess of its own tension, 
and civil rights be^an to supersede the despotism of 
church and state. The crowned and bloated monster, 
the prostratorof aH ties and sympathies, the English 
Nero, the guardian defender of the Catholic faith, 
who took to himself the merit of reform, was but the 
passive affeiit of events, over which the fluctuation of 
his impulses exercised no permanent control. He 
could cut off heads, but he could not obliterate ideas. 
The Reformation emanated not from his decree, nor 
is it justly reproachable with his vices. It existed in 
the minds of the people long before it served the pur- 
poses of his brutal passions. It is the nature of re- 

• The Popish model of our Evangelical penny subscriptions against 
Popery. 
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form, as of flame, to. ascend : the wisest of sovereigns 
can but direct, the worst cannot extinguish it. 

As a monument, the still beautiful, still splendid, 
ruin of the Abbey of St. Albans calls upon the feel- 
ings, the philosophy, and the poetical nationality of 
England to rescue it from approaching destruction.* 
The church has few other such perfect relics of its 
grandeur and influence ; art has not many such mo- 
aels of those forms, which seem connected with the 
imagination, and consecrated to all its roost romantic 
associations. 

Will the conservatives of all old things in politics 
and institutions sufler this beautiful record of the 
wisdom of their ancestors, this material evidence of 
their influence, to melt and dissolve away, " like thq 
baseless fabric of a vision ?" — Will the extravagant 
contributors of the public money to erect new 
churcheS) afibrd no mite of their own to secure from 
utter dilapidation this very old one ? — Will not the 
gentry of the shire, the Saxon gentry, who have re- 
covered the lands of their early forefathers, by the 
industry and talents of their immediate antecedents, 
rescue from decay the shrine of St. Cuthbert and 
" the lady's chapel," where their mothers worshipped ; 
or prevent the tombs of their distant progenitors from 
being confounded with the dust of unhallowed 
ground ? Even the descendants of the favored cour- 
tiers of Henry the Eighth, who shared so largely in 
the plunder of the Abbey, are interested in preserving 

* In November Mr. Cotting^bam, the architect, after a minute survey of 
the general stiite of the building, reported that the foundations, walls, and 
main arches of this magnificent church were in such a substantial state as 
to last for centuries with a very trifling repair ; but that the roofs of the 
north and south transepts, and the east end of the nave, were extremely 
insecure ; the ends of many of the main timbers being so perfectly rotten 
as to lose their geometrical bond and depetodenee on the walls, thereby 
endangering the whole fabric. The great window of the south transept, 
and several of the minor windows, are also reported to be in a very ruinooa 
state. 
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the monument of their own rank andpow-fer; arid 
the newest resident on a purchase estate, whose man- 
sion commands a view of the picturesque and beauti- 
ful edifice, cannot be indifferent to the pel'manence of 
an object from Which he deriyes no mubh physical 
eiijoyment. 
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ST, ALBANY ABBEY. 

No. II. 

In the vast and splendid sweep which Philosophy 
tak^s over recorded time, from the wondrous memo- 
randa registered in fossil forms under the earth, the 
la3t social results of progressing reform, how many 
pbenoiBena, influential on the destiny of man, arrest 
her attqntion, as marked and prominejnt in their 
agency,' though mistaken and misrepresented by. shal- 
low learning, or by interested prejudice ! Among 
these, the monastic institution— the most picturesque 
and most singular of the several elements of civiliza- 
tion, stands conspicuously forth. Commencing, in the 
fourth century, and terminating (to all efiective pur- 
pose) in the sixteenth, it has, during twelve hundred 
years, been an object of exaggerated praise, and of un- 
merited censure, without having been duly apprecia- 
ted, eith^^ in its causes or its effects, save by a gifted 
few, whose judgments have left scarcely any perixut'^ 
nent traces on public opinion. 

Arising out of the want§ of society — the result of a 
necessity over which individual volitions hold no 
control — the naonastic institution, like many others, 
terminated, by its protracted conservation^ in abuse. 
It began with a few only — men, whose timid nature 
and intellectual temperament led them to leave the 
scene of universal carnage, during that epoch of tran- 
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sition, when a worn>out and corrupted civilization 
was relapsing into anarchy and barbarism, and when 
new races were founding empires upon the ruins of 
all that had once been morally grand and physically 
powerful. 

Professing the new philosophy, founded by that 
Divine Reformer, whose agency was so human, they 
stole from a sanguinary contest with the feeble con- 
servatives of Jupiter, or the northern propagandists of 
a coarser, but honester, paganistli; and, flying alike 
from the worst despotism of the worst of the Caesars, 
and from the devastating persecution of the savage in- 
vaderS) they escaped to deserts, where safety invited 
to enjoyment) and nature solicited meditation. 
Through the experience and example of a few cau- 
tions antshorets, the practice became general ; and 
men, called devout, but who represented philosophy 
as well as religion, contintied in greater numbers to 
separate themselves from the world, and to live by 
the cultute of the earth, and the labor of their hands. 

From the anchoretismof the desert to the seclusion 
of the monastery, the step was short ; and monkish 
communities, a solecism in language, though conse- 
quent in the logic of fact, afforded a new era in the 
history of the church. The usage seems to have ra- 
pidly spread through the East; for though, through 
the ravages of the Saracens, and the conquests of Ma- 
homet, the history of the Eastern and African churches 
is comparatively but little known, the multitude of 
monasteries, which flourished among the paradises of 
oriental solitude, is a fact incontestably established. 

It was^ however, In the west of Europe that mona- 
chism took the firmest root, and amalgamated the most 
perfectly with' the habits and institutions of the peo- 
ple, witn whom it was in great esteem. In this, as in 
most other instances, the popular- instinct was ri^ht ; 
for, while among the Asiatics the institution contmu- 
ed to be almost exclusively ascetic and religious in its 
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objects, circumstances had prepared for its devotees 
in the west, functions of a more worldly, and, at the 
same time, a more useful character. The masses, ac- 
cordingly, who most immediately participated in the 
good thus effected, were not slow to perceive the ad- 
vantage, and to revere the knowledge of a class, 
which (placed between themselves and their military 
oppressors) exercised a mysterious power over the 
feudal chief, directed by the closest sympathies with 
the miserable vassal. 

Monachism also opened a gate to the ambition of 
the low-born, and a refuofe from unremunerated toil, 
to those of gentle disposition, or of a frail constitu- 
tion ; it met the wishes, and soothed the sufferings of 
the people, who continued steadily to adhere to it, as 
long as its agency remained an item in the inventory 
of popular wants. By the seventh century, monaste- 
ries of both sexes abounded in England ; at first, as 
appendices to the episcopal see, and in immediate 
vicinity to the cathedral. Subsequently, monachism 
acquired a separate, though a dependent existence ; 
and, at length, a divergence of interests, and a rivality 
for power and for influence, placed the regular and 
the secular clergy in a position of nearly open hos- 
tility. 

While the "busy meddling priest," the feudal 
bishop, the warrior hierarch, the exacter of tithes, 
were regarded by the lower classes with fear and 
with aversion, the monks (themselves supported by 
endowments, or by voluntary contributions) fed, 
clothed, and cured the necessitous and the oppressed, 
and taught the industrious those arts, by which soci- 
ety exists, and is held together. While the dignita- 
ries of the church shared the councils of kings, asso- 
ciated with nobles, and joined with both in the plun- 
der of the many, the monks were of the people and 
with the people, sharing their sentiments, sympathi- 
zing with their sufferings, and associating with their 

VOL. !• 11 
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pleasures. The secular clergy urged on their hearers 
the necessity of a holy life ; the monks preached a 
penitent death ; while the greater "joy of heaven 
over the one repentant sinner" furnished a text, which 
filled the coffers of the monastic houses, and proved 
that their inmates were deeply imbued with that 
knowing acquaintance with Imman nature, which 
men only acquire who live with men. 

Thus possessed of the secret of governing through 
their passions those with whom so little can be effected 
through their reason, they acquired that immense ac- 
cumulated wealth, which ultimately enabled them to 
withdraw from all subjection to their diocesan, and to 
surpass him in external splendor, as in moral and 
political influence. In 1514, the mitred abbots, who 
took their seats in the House of Lords, amounted to 
twenty-eight, while the bishops were but nineteen ; 
and their houses furnished not only the law courts 
with officers, but sent forth ambassadors abroad, and 
supplied men for the highest employments at home. 
Teachers, mediators, chroniclers of the past, and his- 
torians of their own times, they held the mastery over 
the minds, fame, and salvation of the people. 

Notwithstanding all that has been advanced con- 
cerning the ignorance and the idleness of some par- 
ticular orders, it is clear that the institution could not 
have gained its influence with the masses, nor could 
its members have obtained such weight with the 

E>verning classes, without the possession of some 
ver, with which to move the world : that lever was 
the monopoly of knowledge. Without pausing to 
estimate the precise nature of the learning possessed 
by the monks, it is clear that it gave them a decided 
advanti^ over the illiterate military corps, who dis- 
dained it. Whether they exerted their sharpened in- 
tolieots in deluding mankind, and cheating them of 
their wealth, or in obtaining the administration of 
aioalar affiiiis, political and administrative, they were 
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equally indebted to the monopoly of learning ; but 
when, either in their benevolence, or their short* 
sightedness, they gave the key of knowledge to the 
laity, they destroyed the foundation of their order, 
long before the spelful word of Reformation had 
sealed the ruin of the church's power, and given su- 
premacy to civil influence and to the authority of par- 
liament. 

On the dissolution of the abbeys in England, their 
landed property was found to amount to one third of 
the soil ; the most improved, best drained, cleared, 
and cultivated portion of the kingdom. At this period, 
the Abbey of St. Alban's stood unsurpassed and un- 
rivalled. Its sumptuous abbot had houses in London 
^ for the safe and honorable abode of himself and hid 
successors, and of his monks, who might have busi- 
ness there." He had also his marine villa at Yar- 
mouth, not only to enjoy the invigorating sea-breeze, 
but for the more practical purpose of "laying up 
tsalten fish at proper seasons, to the unspeakable 
benefit and comfort of the abbey." They had estates, 
priories, cells, and other lucrative dependencies, in 
various counties : of these, Belvoir, Beaulieu, Hatfield- 
Peyerel, and others, still retain traces of their ancient 
grandeur. But in Hertfordshire were situated their 
fevorite villas and "stations," where they withdrew 
to luxurious retirement, from the state and magnifi- 
cence of the abbey, from thesolitary dignities of "the 
Dais," and the necessity of receiving those most 
troublesome of all visitors, kings and queens, and 
their idle train of parasites and courtiers.* There, 

• Edward IV- " frequented ibis part of his kingdom, by repeated 
visits to his relations and friends ; for at this time bis mother, Cicely, the 
old Duchess of York, had her residence at Berkhampstead, and lived 
there till the middle of Henry VII.'s reign. The Dukes of Gloucester 
and Clarence abode often at the royal Palace of King's Langley. George 
Nevil, the splendid Archbishop of York, resided at More Park, and the 
King frequently honored this place with his residence. The Lord Hastiog% 
Chamberlain .to the Court under Edward, dwelt near this abbey, as ap- 
pears by his transaction with Wheathampstead/* — Newcomers H%$U 
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ftccompanied by a few " familiars and counsellors," 
(called in the hnmility of monkish pedantry, their 
Bajuliy) the epicurean abbots loved to retreat, for the 
purposes of literary leisure, of ease, or of enjoyment — 
to lose the superior in the man, or to replace the 
fawning dependent by the confidential friend. These 
are the villas which now form the summer (or rather 
the winter) retreats of some of the leading aristocracy 
of our own days — the stoutest sticklers for the in- 
violability of church property; who (if their new- 
fangled principle had prevailed at the Reformation) 
would probably have been, as their ancestors were, 
ere they drew their wealth from tlie church's plunder 
— ^the waiters upon times and seasons, " the pickers 
up of unconsidered trifles" in the ante-chambers of 
the great^ too proud to work, but not " ashamed to 
beg." 

The Reformation of the Anglican Church was^ 
made by the people of England ; the mal-appropria- 
tion of its revenues was the act of the king and of his 
courtiers. The work began under Henry VII., w^ho 
found his great state lawyers, Empson and Dudley^ 
ready to justify his exactions \ and his two favorite 
prelates, Morton and Fox, equally prompt to advise^ 
and to sanction them. It was consummated by Henry 
VIII., who turned the wealth, which thus came iato 
his administration, iK)t to the amelioration of his peo- 
ple's condition, nor to the advantage of their education^ 
but to the increase of the royal authority, by the for- 
mation of a new and devoted aristocracy, of a totally 
diflerent race from that of the ancient Saxon gentry^ 
or of the bold Barons of the glorious field of Runny- 
mede. 

Among the persons who profited the most largely 
by the occasion, were the immediate favorites of the 
royal Blue Beard, and the dependents of his unfortu- 
l^ate friends and wives. **He who lived about the 
time when happened the Reformation," (says cue of 
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its historians,) " which was the harvest of estates — 
however lowly his origin, or humble his office, was in 
the road to fortune, if he had the promptitude to avail 
himself of it." « For," (says old Nannton, in his 
amusing life of Sir William Paulet, 1572,) " it argued 
idleness, if any courtier had his barns empty : and he. 
Sir Robert Paulet, was a younger brother, and came 
to court upon trust ; where, upon the stock of his wit, 
he trafficked so wisely, and fared so well, that he got, 
spent, and left, more than any subject since Ibe Con- 
quest; and he left, at his death (in 1572,) one hun- 
dred and three descendants. 

The Church Commissioners of the great reform of 
the sixteenth century scarcely waited for the cooling 
of their seals upon their patents, when they com- 
menced the work of devastation ; and takingpossession 
of the religious houses, began to pull down and sell 
the materials, and to alienate their funds and estates ; 
for, adds Newcome, " the new sources of xiches was 
so acceptable to the king and his court, that he made no 
application for subsidy or supply to the Parliament.'^ 
While the great sweep of lands and manors was 
making, the " visitors" and "Church Commissioners," 
who were sent on their inquisitorial mission to St. 
Alban's and Godstowe, " to discover the many enor- 
mities, not only in the morals, but in the economy and 
lule of the houses," discovered also other things, that 
better repaid the trouble of their inquiries. They 
committed gseat violence and injustice ; robbed and 
carried off all the plate and precious stones found in, 
some of the houses, and committed great outrages in 
others ; and ** as for tlie goods and moveables, the 
jich vestments, and splendid ornaments, they were sa 
much the property of the present monks,, when tlieir 
continuity was to cease, and their trust t^ expire, that, 
on all principles of justice, they should not have been 
jobbed and spoiled of them ; and, if the voice of hu-. 
SCUmi^y could have been heard, in this general clamof 
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of avarice and rapine, these moveables should have 
been sold, and the money reserved for the use of the 
owners, who were soon to be turned into the wide 
world, with a very slender pension. But, by the act, 
all these goods and moveables, together with an ama- 
zing quantity of the same from the cathedrals, were 
carried away by the visitors, and swallowed up by the 
royal vortex, never to appear or be heard of more."* 

Who that has a taste for the toys of antiquity, but 
must envy the first plunder of the shrines and cabinets 
of St. Albans t What rummaging of wardrobes, what 
forcing of caskets, what copes and robes of rich silk^ 
what ewers of pure silver, and goblets of virgin gold, 
to be converted into lay dresses, and to decorate con- 
vivial bouffets !: What gems, plucked from the marble 
neck of the Madonna — what rings, wrung from the 
finger of the votive statue of St. Alban ! How curious 
to trace the history, and follow tlie fate of the holy 
ofierings of one epoch,, and the unholy spoliation of 
another ! How many of the fair conservatives, who 
now uphold the inviolability of church property, may 
parade on their persons the remnants of its plunder ! 
The " Lady Anne TyrelPs cup adorned with precious 
stones," given in the thirteenth century^ may have 
furnished the agraffe that fastens the stomacher of 
some other Lady Anne in the nineteenth. Lord 
Thomas of Woodstock's "necklace of gold, adorned 
with sapphire stones, and swan expanding its wings," 
may now compose the star of some "stund making" 
Peer ; and the necklace " given by Richard II. for the 
image of the holy mother," and the " rich trinkets and 
holy relics" presented by his father the Black Prince, 
may, in the chances and changes of time and events, 
have come back to the royiil toilet, and decorated 
the person of the most orthodox of Queens. 

* NQWcome% 
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Of the magnificent, mitred, parliamentary Abbey 
of St. Alhan's, which once dominated the southern 
part of ancient Veruiam and modern St. Alban's, no- 
thing now remains but its portal or gateway, with its 
beautiful pointed arch above, and paved court be- 
neath — so often trod by the pilgrim feet of votarists of 
all nations — so often filled with the gorgeous trains 
oi royal guests, and of princely confraternities. 

Tho Conventual Church, however, though but a 
fragment of tlie once magnificent pile, attests the 
grandeur of the whole, and the perfection of ecclesi- 
astical architecture in England, during the middle 
ages. There are still extant, in the interior, speci- 
mens of genuine Saxon architecture, a part of the 
original building, the rounded arch, the massy tower, 
and enormons pillar, whose rude but noble simplicity 
is forcibly contrasted to the elaborated elegance of the 
gothic style. Screens of the most minute tabernacle- 
work, pointed arches, feathery shafts, and a profusion 
of richly-sculptured tracery, display all the character- 
istic beauty of that most picturesque and fanciful 
epoch of the art. The high altar, the after-part of 
the choir, the chapel of Abbot Rambridge, and that 
of St. Alban, are the most remarkable. In the latter, 
once stood a superb shrine of beaten gold, studded 
with gems, and ornamented with sculpture. To 
guard the relics of the saint, thus preciously enshrin- 
ed, a trusty and sturdy monk (the eustosferetri) was 
appointed to keep watch and ward in the small wooden 
gallery still standing near the spot. There are also 
existing, beneath the fretted roof of this beautiful 
abbey church, monuments and tombs well suited to 
revive remote associations with great events, and ta 
awaken a poetic nationality in the most phlegmatic 
temperament. Of these, the tomb of the Protector 
Duke of Gloucester, familiarly called the good Duke 
Humphry (the upright minister of a feeble king and 
an intriguing queen, one who evinced how hard and 
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how dangerous it is to serve mankind,) stands on the 
southern side.* 

It has been the privilege of this Abbey, and of its 
historical neighborhood, to have fascinated the ima-^ 

finative, and to have lured to its scenes and time- 
onored site the high-minded, and the intelligent of 
all age?. There was a spell hovering over the ruin- 
ed fragments of ancient Verulam, which led the po- 
etical and the philosophical alike to wander over its 
site, and to repose within its view. Spenser assumed 
the character of its presiding genius, to sing its gran-- 
deur and melancholy glory : 

" I was that city, which the garland wore 
Of Britain's pride, delivered unto me 
By R4)man victory, whiph it wote oi yore,. 
Though nought at all but ruins now I be, 
And lie in my own ashes, as you sec. 
Verlame I was : what boots it that I was, 
Sith now I am but weeds and waateful grass." 

Ruins of Time, 

The wish of Sir Thomas More was to live and 
die m its neighborhood,t and Bacon chose its little 
church of St. Michael for his grave, because the an- 
cient pile arose within the precincts of the walls of 
Verulam. It is but a short time since the author of 
these articles stood beside that grave, and before the 
monument of "the greatest, wisest, [and it may yel 

* The seat of Duke Humphry was the *' Weald House." All that re^ 
mains of this historical edifice is the curious antique farm, at a little dis- 
ttmce from Portei's, anoble mansion, so called from its occupying the site 
of the porter's lodge, in the time of the Lord Protector. The chestnut 
trees, still standing there, are said to have shaded the favorite walk of 
Duke Humphry. Porters commands a view of the Abbey., and was, when 
this page was written, the property oC Colonel Henry White. Here, it is, 
said. Marshal Wade biKHigbt Lord Lovat, on his way to th^ Tower andi 
iSb» scaffold. 

t Gobions was the patrimonial seat of Sir Thomas More, where he re-, 
tired with his accomplished family,. " when, foreseeing the uncertainty of 
tjbe King's favor, he prevailed on his Majesty to discharge him from the 
high office of Chancellor. It was/' says Chauncy, *' a convenient faoase, 
not sulgect to envy, yet magniSceot enough,, where be pleo^ed himielS 
with. !»• wife apd cbiJdflen,. 
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be doubted,] meanest of mankind. The cicerone of 
one of the most ancient of British churches was a little 
chubby peasant boy, who ran with the keys from a 
neighboring cottage, to do the honors by Time and 
Immortality. 

The church of St. Michael, raised in the tenth 
century, by the sixth abbot, the Saxon Ulfinus, was 
built of the Roman brick and tile taken from the ruins 
of Verulam, and founded for the utility of the little 
village of St. Alban's, which began to gather about 
the abbey and church. Low, mean, and simple, it 
survives in perfect integrity, the splendid and gor- 
geous fabric to which it was an appendage. Its 
tithes afforded only the salary of " the cellarer and 
coquinar," to whom they were assigned by the arbi- 
trary will of the abbot. Its square embattled tower, 
low spire, and roof, present the simplest, oldest style 
of Saxon architecture. 

During the repair of the church, in 1808, on re- 
moving the wainscot from the screen which separated 
the nave from the chancel, an ancieut painting, in 
distemper, was discovered in the wood-loft, represen- 
ting the Day of Judgment ; a fearful representation 
of the simple but terror-striking means by which the 
mind of man was subdued in dark ages. It is mise- 
rably executed, and strongly opposed to another spe- 
cimen of the arts, preserved in the front of the galle- 
ry, which is erected against the nave— a fragment of 
carved oak preserved from the old palace of Garham- 
bury. It is impossible to conceive a more solemn, 
simple, time-touched, or sombre temple of religious 
worship, than this ancient little church, scarcely 
known beyond its own immediate neighborhood. Its 
fine monumental remains record the remote times 
when Norman French was the language of the land ; 
and the inscription of 

"John Seacock et Maude sa femme gisunt ici| 
Dieu die leuers ^iines «tt merci," 
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was the model of many a memorial of those who, 

Seat in their own day, made their offerings to St. 
ichael, with a fear of the pictured terrors placed 
before their eyes in the wood-loft. 

Such is the obscure receptacle of the remains of 
one of the greatest men whom England has produced 
— the prophet of science, the founder of philosophy. 
The monument of Bacon is finely, but quaintly, exe- 
cuted in white marble. It is, what all monuments 
should be, a portrait of the person commemorated ; 
and it is endowed with all the peculiarities of dress 
and manner of the original. There is no wearisome 
enigma of allegorical allusion, no emblem of temporal 
grandeur. The figure of Lord Verulam is seated in 
an easy chair, and reclining iu an attitude of perfect 
bodily indulgence, and in intellectual abstraction. 
There is an heir of living, breathing meditation over 
the countenance, which communicates its gracious 
calm to the spectator. The dress is minute in all the 
details which characterize the costume of Elizabeth^ 
and James's day, — the furred robe, the high-crowned 
hat, the very rosettes iu the shoes. The illusion is so 
perfect, that the immortal original seems to have been 
removed from his own cryptoporticus, in his favorite 
summer-house in the orchard of Gorhambury, the 
retreat of his happiest hours, and the object of his 
most lavish and elaborate cares. This beautiful 
monument, so little known to the English public, is 
not a national tribute, but the grateful memorial of a 
faithful servant, Thomas Meautys, his secretary. 

The Church of St, Michael, standing perfect at the 
end of eight hundred years, may triumph over the as- 
sault of ages yet to come ; and, in times more sober 
and intellectual than the present, when personal dis- 
tinction and the great endowments of nature shall not 
he obscured by theadventitious circumstances of an arti- 
ficial society, the monument of Bacon may bring many 
a pilgrin^ to its foot, and receive that tribute from the 
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nationality of Englishmen, which is incompatible 
with the narrow views, the sordid pursuits, and the 
habit of regarding whatever is merely intellectual 
with fearer with contempt — as dangerous to the sta- 
bility of social order, or, at best, as << stale and unpro- 
fitable," — the prevailing characteristics of the influen- 
tial classes in England, in the nineteenth century.* 

* Since these papers were put together, for the purpose of forwarding 
the subscription, it has been filled, and the reparations of the cathedral 
completed. A fund is, however, stiU wanting, it is believed, to provide 
for the continued maintenance of the venerable monument. 
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RURAL PLEASURES. 

Duccre solicitse jucunda oblivia vitse. 

lo ci-edo essere stato ne' piu begli 
Luoghi di villa, e al guidizio mio, 
Gli hanno a far poco, o non nulla . . ." 

Capitolo del Adamo Ceniurioiii, 

To get through life in the country, one must surely 
be more or less than man ; less, to be satisfied with 
the lot — more, to endure it with fortitude ! I have 
often tried the experiment, and slaved with all my 
might and main to endure the ennui, but it would 
not do. I am not Hercules ; and even if Hercules 
had been sent, by way of a thirteenth labor, to pass 
six weeks with a country cousin, the Centaur's shirt 
might have been cut up into blister-plasters ; for the 
god would have died on the next willow, without the 
aid of that digmis vindice nodus. 

What folks mean by their " rural pleasures," I never 
could understand. The << life exempt from public 
haunt'* is good for nobody, but a hermit, or a man 
hiding from his creditors. Talk indeefl of " tongues 
in trees" — commend me to the tongues of Mr. Bur- 
gess in the Strand ; and as for << books in running 
brooks," they are not to be compared with those of the 
next circulating library ; and then, for the " sermons 
in stones," to my taste, the Macadamization of Regent- 
street is a more edifying text for a discourse, than all 
Stonehenge and the Giant's Causeway put together. 
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This vaunt of half thinkers, concerning the charms 
of a country' life, is one of those piepes of conventional 
jargon, with which mankind have agreed to humbug 
each other ; and whicli, occupying the place of ideas, 
in the brains of a large numher of Englishmen, make 
portion of the established creed of the community^ 
Unlike, however, to some other portions of the na- 
tional symbol, there is nothing to be got by uphold- 
ing it; and therefore it is one caimot help being sur- 
prised that it should maintain its ground. When it 
is considered that there is really no one, having a di- 
rect interest in preaching rusticity, except the steam- 
boat company, the lodging-house keepers of Margate, 
&c., it becomes difficult to explain the ready credence, 
which men, otherwise of sound discretion, bestow 
upon the "flattering error," after such oft-reiterated 
experience of its fallacy. 

Every reader may lay his finger upon, at least, 
some ten or a dozen families, who for many succes- 
sive years have tried the spitting over bridges, the 
picking up of cockleshells, the saunterings, the mu- 
sings, and the snorings, which make up country life, 
till they have been in immediate danger of " dying the 
death of the bored," and who yet return annually to 
the same watering places, like a foolish perch to the 
hook from which he has just escaped — leaving their 
pleasant, commodious town-houses, in some well 
wooded and picturesque square, to inhabit the nar- 
row, cribbed, hot, cold, damp, and sunbaked tene- 
ments, on a leafless seacoast. There are but too 
many, also, who go annually into a voluntary ban- 
ishment, at Caniberwell or Glapham Rise, under the 
false pretence that London is dreary; though, before 
they have left town a fortnight, they would give their 
eyes to be once more in Russell Square. 

A hundred years ago, there might, perbaps, have 
been some excuse for such fancies, some pretext for 
carrying on the absurd farce of rural simplicity, when 
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cockneys had no other notions of a country life, than 
snch as were to be acquired from the pastoral poets 
(those impudent impostors,) or from boardings-school 
landscapes worked in chenille, where shepherds play 
upon pipes instead of smoking them ; and where well- 
fed shepherdesses, taller than the steeple of the ad- 
joining church, squint horribly on their pot-bellied 
swains ; or (surrounded by sheep, the image of poodle 
dogs, and by the scenery of a China saucer,) lay 
basking amidst eternal sunshine, and never-ending 
Slimmer. 

In times thus ignorant, that men should be found 
to put as implicit faith in Pope's Eclogues, as in their 
Bible, and to make the pleasures of the country a sort 
of fortieth article of religion, is not so sui^rising; but 
now, in the broad glare of intellectual illumination of 
this scBculiim mirabile, when a shilling's worth of the 
Paddington omnibus, or a trip in the steamboat, to 
Greenwich or to Richmond, can bring the matter to 
the test of sensation — that such an absurdity should 
be admitted and committed, fairly beats cockfighting ! 

There is, it cannot be disputed, a physical sensa- 
tion, a sort of " pleased alacrity, and cheer of mind," 
ftttendant upon the first breath of the pure air of the 
<»untry, the hrst glancing over an extensive range of 
fields, which, on leaving the dusty metropolis, is dis- 
tinctly agreeable. Granted also (for there is nothing 
like truth and fairness,) that the smell of new-mown 
hay is sweet, on the cool and refreshing breeze of a 
June evening ; and that the distant bark of a village 
dog, or the lively song of the nightinffale, (why is it 
called melancholy?) are quite as amiable preparatives 
to sleep, as "past twelve o'clock/'* or the rolling of 

* To those not well read in antiquarian lore, it moy be necessary, in 
explanation of this allusion, to state, that it was the custom of our ances- 
tors to entertain certain functionaries, whilom hight ** Charlies,** or watclH. 
men, whose duty it was to pass the night in wooden boxes and woollen 
nigtatcapst sleeping for the good of the parish. At intervals, however^ they 
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(be fire-€i>gine3. Some allowance must be made too 
for the luxury of thick cream (real cream, and not 
snails and chalk,) and of newlaid eggs, which are not 
quite chickens. Such things have their advantage^ 
and they are well calculated to seize on a young 
imagination ; yet even for these, a week's exptJri^nce 
sbould suflBce, to ** stale their (not) infinite variety," 
in the lovestricken fancy of the most romaniic cock- 
ney ; and then, what else remains to make the cour- 
tly endurable 1 

If I were desirous of defining the pleasures of a 
rural life, I should scarcely know what mpre thaa 
these to enumerate, unlesfii it be the reading of stal^. 
newspapers, and the returning in dark, moonless 
nights, seven miles (on an average) from dinner par- 
ties, over crackscuU commons, and through the baqnts 
of srpugglers, poachers, and gipsies. 

It is a vast pleasure, certainly, to be dependant foi^ 
a confipanipn to speak to, upon some university prig 
of a parson, or on the village apothecary, who " finds 
in his heart to bestow all his tediousr^ess" on the 
aefiirest householder, ^* possessed of aught to giv^ j" 
nay, to be even grateful to Provideqpe for the welcpiQe 
ayatc^rs of these bores incarnate ! Solitude, it has 
been said, is a fine thing ; but man requires sonie pne 
i0 whom he can say^ that solitude is a fine thing. 
Yet I n^ver could discover, by direct experiment, hovf 

were required to rouse themselves, and to walU throuj^h tjie street, thm 
tbey might waken the sick people and children, in order to let them kno^ 
to a minute what o'clock it was, and what was the state of the weather. 
The fact is thas commemorated by an observing foreigner. 

*' Un gros watchman reste tranquile. 

Pendant que Ton vous assomme ; 
Mais il dit quelle heure est-il, 

Quand vous dormez votr* boo sonime*'^ 

Lexicographers have not yet determined, whether our pocket chrono* 
meters were so called after the Charlies, or the watchmen christened after 
eke watches. 
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tong it requires to live absolutely aloHe, in order to 
rehemently desire the opportunity for lecturing a 
eurate or an apothecary on the charms of this plea- 
sure of a country life. 

Let not then the dupe, who has been invited to a 
country mansion for a battu, or a Christmas party, 
imagine that the fun and hilarity, the splendid feast- 
ing, deep drinking, and merry dancing, of those brief 
epochs, are fair specimens of a country life — they are 
but the gayeties of the metropolis misplaced, the con- 
trived saturnalia of the slaves of rurality. Even on 
such occasions, the master of the house is only an 
hotel-keeper ; and for the rest of the year, he is no 
better than a hermit, whose solitude is unbroken, save 
by the curate's aforesaid weekly invasion on the family 
roast beef, or by an occasional ** look in"of the medical 
practitioner, tempted from a neighboring town by the- 
prospect of a fee, and a game of chess. 

To those, indeed, who live all their lires in the 
country, things may not be quite as bad as they seem. 
There is a principle of compensation in human affairs, 
or, to use a homelier expression, Providence fits every 
back for its burden. Thus farmers, I have been as- 
sured, derive pleasure from the smell of a dunghill,* 
to which a cockney nose is wholly antipathetic. A 
well filled barn also is, in his contemplation, decidedly 

Sicturesque; and the heaviest day's wet that ever 
rove a hypochondriac to a halter, and made Kensing- 
ton Gardens a desert, is delight to him whose turnips 
want rain, or whose aftergi:ass is backwards 

The very vexations of the agriculturist partake of 
the exciting vicissitudes of gaming, and to him a ba- 
rometer amply supplies the place of cards and the 
dice-box. Many a time, when I have sat in listless 
despair, tracing the drops of an imperturbable down- 
pour, as they chased each other along the pane9 of 

* Dulcis odor llceri ex re qualibet.. 
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the windows, I have envied the agitated countenance 
and half-suppressed path of the farmer, as he watch- 
ed the cloud-covered hill giving new tokens of a pro- 
tracted visit from Jupiter Pluvius, or has searched the 
heavens iii vain for as much blue sky, as would make 
a Dutchman a pair of breeches. These are pleasures 
which the farmer alone can prove, and in which the 
cockney can never participate. 

The proprietors of estates, also, have some specific 
pleasures known only to themselves, which seem, if 
not to compensate for the stupidity of their monoto- 
nous existence, at least to enable them toruf) on dur- 
ing the periods when they cannot avoid residence. 
The pleasure of possession is in itself something con- 
siderable. " I am monarch of all I survey," goes to a 
merrier tune in the rich valleys of Devonshire, or in 
the highly cultivated plains of Norfolk, than it would 
uponSelkirk's desolate island. The owner of the drea- 
riest fenny flat of Lincolnshire, or of the blackest bog 
in Ireland, can look from the bow-window of his bleak 
residence, and find something agreeable in the pros- 
pect. 

Besides, there is always for this privileged class of 
mortals that greatest of all delights — the pleasure of 
tormenting. They can bully the ienanis^justice the 
country, and gratify their most malignant passions 
with impunity, simply by preparing an excuse just 
plausible enough to enable a judge to throw dust into 
the eyes of the'jurymen. Even this proviso is now 
scarcely necessary ; for who would in these days 
dream of making a magistrate responsible, through an 
action at law which he is sure to lose? 

Then ag:ain, the proprietor can amuse himself with 
inclosipg the commons ; because it is safer to steal 
the common from the poor man's goose, than to steal 
the rich man's goose from the common. In short, 
there is no end to the ways in which an estated gen- 
Ueniaa can keep a whole population in hot i^atef ; 

X8* 
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sowing dissensions, awakening jealousies, irritating 
the indignant feelings, and, consequently, enjoying his 
otium cum dignitate as a proprietor should do. 

Ail these country sports, however^ are cut off from 
those inferior persons, whose estates are in the bank 
books, or floating in an East Indiaman. 

That the reader may not imagine this picture to be 
drawn from fancy, or picked up in the stray pages of 
some fashionable novel or newspaper report, it is good 
that he should know, how once a year I am compelled;^ 
for my sins, to make a duty visit to some relations in 
the country, from whom I have great expectations. 
Never did a " a double letter from Northamptonshire'^ 
excite a deeper sensation, than the arrival of this much 
dreaded invitation produces in my bosom, recurring, 
as it does, with the punctuality of a tailor's Christr 
mas bill. Imagine the horror merely of leaving town 
— the dreary hoarseness of the mail- horn — the melan- 
choly annunciation that " all's right" when one feel& 
within that all is deplorably wrong — the sinking of 
the spirits as the last gas-light disappears — and the 
yearning of the heart for the Angel at Islington, or 
the Elephant and Castle, in taking leave of them, 
perhaps, (as one is tempted to imagine) for evert 
There is something qiiite awful in this most typical 
separation from cheerfulness and civilization ; and 
were it not that I sleep in a coach like a top, I verily 
believe that I should often have got out at Barnet ; or, 
at all events, should have shrunk from encountering 
the downs of Dunstable. 

When first I embarked on one of these expeditions, 
I was as ignorant as any other native of the banliJeu 
of Bow-bell. Every thing at starting was a source 
of delight. Every duck-pond was a lake ; and all the 
little cabbage gardens of the hedge ale-bouses, where 
we stopped to change horses, were so many paradises. 
The hens and the chickens were matters of endless 
s^cul&tion and amusement; and the turkey-coct; 
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occupied my imagination during an entire morning, 
from his striking resemblance to a lord mayor. 
Picking my own gooseberries was enchanting, till my 
fingers, covered with scratches and dripping with 
blood, reminded me of the superior accommodation 
of buying them hot and hot, out of a pewter pint-pot. 
Catching my own fish, too, was pleasant, till I disco- 
vered that the fish refused to take the hook, and that 
my own nose did not. 

But, above all things, doing nothing from morning 
till night but walk about, was extremely amusing, 
until I found out that my walks were without an ob- 
ject. This discovery was not long in the making. 
I soon ascertained that nothing more closely resembles 
one green field than another, that rivers are al! bro- 
thers, and that hills possess the most astonishing 
family likeness. Inanimate objects (however beauti- 
ful) are like French ladies' husbands, and "ne savent 
pas remplir Vamef^ while country bumpkins, with- 
out being beautiful, are still less interesting. 

At first, I thought the fault was in myself; and I 
began to be mortified with the idea, that, notwith- 
standing all my love for Rousseau, and my having 
Werter by heart, the " gods had not made me poetical." 
But 1 was soon convinced that I am not singular in 
this disgust at rural things, and that the country 
afibrds, even to the natives themselves, but a miserable 
sort of existence. This I detected, by the frequency 
of their meals, and the anxiety with which the hour 
of their successive advent is anticipated. Eating, in 
the country, is the great business of life ; and " is din- 
ner ready 7" is a question repeated as often, and in as 
many different keys, as Sterne's, " Alas ! poor Yorick." 
If it were not for luncheon — a meal of which every 
genuine countryman may say, ^^decies repetita 
placebif^ — time itself would be lost in eternity. 

Now all this is the more remarkable, inasmuch as 
that^when meal-time does come, the best sopplied 
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country table is very inferior to those which are fur- 
nished from Leadenhali Market. Your fish — but 
don't mention fish. On the sea-coast, you have the 
pleasure of seein&r delicious turbots, and mackarel 
with the hues of the rainbow, packed up ^t your very 
door, apd sent to town : and if your residence be in- 
land, muddy tench, find eels, soles, that the Pope him- 
self could not save, a stale lobster, or a barrel of gap- 
ing high-scented oysters, per coach from London, are 
yoqr greatest dainties. Then the best dessert? and 
ices, which the country afibrds, are nothing tq those 
provided by Gunter ; while for meat, you are con- 
den^ned to eat your way from the sheep's nose to his 
tail, without any other variation, than the eternal 
boiled fowl, with bacon and greens. Beef never 
occurs but once a week ; and a joint of veal is as rare, 
as if all calves were golden. It is, moreover, notori- 
ous 4hat a real cook will not live permanently out of 
London, if you would give him the pay of a Lieu- 
tenant-general ; and as for a French dish, you might 
as well look for a French opera. 

The country, we are told, is the place for contem- 
plative minds ; for those, to whom their own ideas 
are a suflicient world, and who find in the presence 
of nature, themes of endless reflection, and ever new 
delight ; as if a Londoner's mind is not ten times 
better company to the owner, than a countryman's, 
who whistles as he drives his plough, "for want of 
thought ;" and as if Fleet-street and the Strand do 
Dot furnish a thousand more themes for philosophic 
inquiry, or for devout wonder, than all Chateaubriand 
felt or fancied, when he roared out, "Taygetii" like a 
imidman. 

The rpan who candidly admits his preference for 
^ ^ea^oal fire, and for the society of cultivated com- 
panions, is looked upon as a common-place person- 
flgBf 93 one who cannot bear to be alone, nor exist 
prithout the baU-coopi ^nd the play*house. But how 
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stands the fact? That the country is the especial 
abode of dulness, is demonstrated beyond yea and 
nay, by the single circumstance, that every body 
hurries to London, during the finest months of the 
year ; during that season, when an out-of-door life is 
alone endurable, and when nature offers, in her fondest 
prodigality, sights, sounds, and odors to delight the 
senses, and to intoxicate the imagination. Then it 
is, if ever, that the country possesses what may be 
thought a charm. Yet nobody visits his estate, till 
the shooting and hunting begin when the days are 
short, and the trees are disrobed of their mantle of 
green. 

Thus, then, the truth comes out ; the contemplative 
man, the communer with the Deity rendered visible 
through his works, leaves the fade amusement of the 
town, to employ his superior intellects in worrying 
hares, in foundering horses, and in bringing murder 
and carnage to the haunts of the partridge and the 
pheasant ! Without these innocent and intellectual 
pursuits, Vhomme des champs^ is a man of ennui ; 
and the delights of the country are " as tedious as a 
twice-told tale." 

Surely it is not arrogance to say that he, whose 
soul is filled to saturation with field sports, is a man 
of very little soul indeed ! and in the scale of beings, 
is not much more elevated than his own pointers? 

Oh ! but then, there is husbandry, gardening, natu- 
ral history, study, and other more worthy amuse- 
ments of a country life ! Oh ! yes, husbandry, of 
course — not meaning the trade of agriculture, but 
gentlemen farming, as it is called, which is one of the 
idlest of means for killing time. If practised for gain, 
it is a sordid occupation, defiling alike the mind and 
the person, and taking the bread out of the mouths of 
the poorer cultivators. If practised as a mere pas- 
time, and at a loss, it is a shameful waste of the powers 
of the soil, in a country which does not produce suffi- 
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cient food for its inhabitants. The assertion that 
gentleman-farming is beneficial to the community, in 
the way of experiment, is a sham plea. The real 
farmer, who must live by his labor, alone makes use- 
ful experiments ; because he alone experiments at a 
ruinous personal risk. Playing at farming, is the 
refuge of those who can neither think nor read ; and 
who prefer injuring their property, to enduring th^ 
load of an existence, which they know not how to 
enjoy. 

As to ffardenin^, there is something, perhaps, in 
that. Ofall rural pastimes, gardening is the most in- 
teresring and rational ; yet the story of our first pa- 
rents exemplifies that, as a recourse, it is not enough 
to keep man out of mischief. Eve did not fall the 
victim of London dissipation ; nor did Adam lose his 
innocence in taverns and gaming-houses. Besides, a 
man need not emi8:rate into the country, to indulge 
his taste for gardening. The florist may have more 
pleasure in London, than he can have in the country. 
The productions of every clime are laid at the cock- 
ney's feet, collected in the small space of a nursery 
ground. There is scarcely a hundred square yards 
in the suburbs of the metropolis, without its speci- 
mens of vegetable rarities, any one of which the 
country gardener might be proud to possess. The 
rich only can obtain extensive hot-houses in the 
country ; in London, they may be enjoyed by every 
ope who can aflTord to buy a pot of mignonette. 

As for natural history, as that is generally pursued, 
it is merely a pompous inanity, a substitution of 
sounds for ideas, of nomenclature for knowledge. 
With the exception of a very few men of real science, 
(almost universally the inhabitants of great cities,) 
your observers of the loves of the cockchafers, your 
speculators upon the intrigues of snails, are the hea- 
viest mortals that breathe. For one White of Sel- 
bourn, we have thousands of " preteod^s," fit only to 
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d&ze on the benches of learned socfetie^s, and be th6 
diipes of lying travellers and of mystifying venders of 
curiosities. 

Lastly, as to books : a rnan may, it is tnie, read 
books in the country — if he can get them; but ad- 
mitting this very essential datum, there is no reason 
why he should be obliged to go into banishment for 
the sake of reading, while there is a two-pair-of-stairs 
apartment to be had in Lincoln's Inn or the temple, 
to retire to, and be alone. 

But, to stnash this long argument of rural intellec- 
tuaiity at a blow, did you ever pass an evening with 
a knot of mere country gentlemen ? If you have 
not, you may take the ghost's word for it, they are 
the greatest bores " conversation ever coped with." 
Their talk is all shop, all locality, all personality — 
impossible Munchausen leaps, long shots, election 
squabbles, grand jury work, births, deaths, marriages, 
disputes for precedence, warnings off of preserves, <fcc. 
&c. If this be intellectual life^ give me a city feast, 
or a meeting of creditors. 

A stranger who drops into such company, is as 
completely thrown out of all conversation or under- 
standing, as a New Zealander at a lecture on the 
atomic theory, or a man of sense at the readings of a 
blue-stocking party. How wearisome life really is to 
these moral philosophers, may be seen in the dulhess 
of their houses, in the heaviness of their looks, in 
their early going to bed, their " sleepings on benches 
in the afternoon ;" to say nothing of their seeking 
rehef in the two sermons on a Sunday, with thB 
cheering variety of all they see, and all they.learn, itt 
the village church. 

It was observed in Prance before the revolution, 
that a nobleman could not spend six months on his 
estate, without losing something of the polish and 
refinement of the court ; and it may be worth while 
to ask yourself, whether your neighbors, old Cash 
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and his family, when they return from their annual 
trip to Worthing (it is not altogether so bad at Brighton), 
do not seem to be quite another sort of beings. Not 
a trace of the beaux esprits of Finsbury will be found 
remaining on their persons. Their ideas have be- 
come as sunburnt as their faces ; and it would not be 
surprising if they should be beset by the pickpockets, 
and hustled, for so many country puts. 

If the country were, indeed, what is pretended, 
how is philosophy to explain the pains so universally 
taken to make the summer retreats of our banished 
citizens as like the town as possible, and to destroy, 
by every imaginable device, all access of rural ideas ? 
Go to Cheltenham, to Brighton, or to Margate — no 
two peas are more alike than these are to London. 
There, will be found balls, promenades, theatres, 
hackney-coaches and pastry-cooks, methodist meetings 
and jewellers, news-rooms and wig-makers. Ere 
long, too, we shall hear of a stock-exchange, and of 
provincial branches of Lloyd's being established in 
all these places of rural resort. 

In leaving London, country is the last thing most 
people thinK about — caelum, non animum, mutant. 
By a common consent, too, while the country folks 
are thus imitating London, the Londoners are driving 
London out of town ; so that in a short time these 
extremes, like most others, will meet. The whole 
island will then be covered with bricks and mortar, 
till not a green field will be left ; and the landed in- 
terest be driven to legislate for the protection of mig- 
nonette pots, and the preservation of sparrows on the 
chimney-tops. 

This were, indeed, a happy consummation ; nor is 
the aspiration for its speedy completion so selfish as 
some may imagine. Every one to his liking, and live 
and let live, are excellent maxims: but if, after the 
perusal of this paper, there yet remain any advocates 
for a country life, is there not Switzerland for them to 
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take their pleasure in uninterruptedly? Let them 
make a pathway over Mount Blanc, and scribble non- 
sense in the innkeepers' police books, without let or 
molestation ; if they are tired of all this, there is very 

Kicturesque scenery in New South Wales, and inexi- 
austible capabilities in Van Dieman's Land. 
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A FEW WORDS IN DEFENCE OF 
PUNNING. 

Omne tnlit pun Tom, qtii miscuit utile dulci. — Swiff. 

The man who has not music in his soul, we are 
told, is fit for treasons ; which is not improbably the 
reason why some of the crowned heads of Europe 
are so much more liberal of their diamonds to public 
singers, than they are in rewarding their most faithful 
servants ; and why they squander their money upon 
the opera, when other departments of the public ser- 
vice are suflFered to starve. How a fondness for 
harmony should induce men to submit patiently to 
the crude modulations, abrupt transitions, and ex- 
treme sharps of despotism, is not very clear ; but so 
it is — it seems an universal law of nature, that (he 
more airs a minister gives himself, the more popular 
he is ; and his most misplaced crotchets are rarely 
bars to the certainty of his success. In all matters 
of state, men are usually led by their ears. 

But though treason (whether it be the treason of 
governments against people, or the treason of people 
against governments) is a very treasonable thing, yet 
there are men worse than the unmusical, and more 
to be avoided tlian Horace's Mr. Black.* What, for 
instance, shall be said of the man who has not pun- 

* '' Hie Niger ett; bunc tu, Romane, cayeto." 
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mng in his soul ? <^ The motions of his spirit are 
(incfeed) dull as night, and his affections dark as 
Erebus," with a vengeance. " Let no such man be 
trusted" — no, not so much as for a halfpenny roll. 

Of all the bores in the infinite regions of boredum, 
there is none against whom an honest man's ^orge 
rises with more disgust, than the villanous spoilsport^ 
who, unblessed with any prominent excellence todis^ 
tinguish him from the common herd, seeks to make 
himself considered in society by professing to dislike 
a pun. Were a punster by his very nature less than 
the mildest tempered fellow in Europe, the least in- 
veterate must long ago have paid damages ou account 
of these miserable Smelifunguses, — so strongly must 
be be tempted to smite, when thus thwarted by their 
croaking, in the career of his humor. 

Nine times out of ten. the professed enemy of a ptin 
is a pure hypocrite, one " well studied in the sad oj*- 
tent to please — " not " his grandam," honest woman ! 
but his yokefellows in knavish gravity, whose intel- 
lects are of even more spanlike dimensions, than those 
of the arrantest old woman in Christendom. In the 
tenth instance, the punhater is a blank, a true kins- 
man of Ariosto's " Cardinal Hippolito," and as ready 
to demand of a punster, " Dove Diavolo avete trover 
to," &c. 

" There's never any of these demure boys come to 
any proof." They might, indeed, havescrved to make 
a Master in Chancery (when " such things were, and 
were most dear,") provided a Chancellor could take a 
fancy to their politics. They may still do for an even- 
ing lecturer to pew-openers in a city church, or may 
contribute, with two other old women, and a cat, to 
lay the foundation of a new sect of fanatics : nay, by 
dint of much grinding, they may smuggle a license ta 
practice physic, and qualify for despatching their pa- 
tients, and breaking Priscian's head, with the same 
blow of a huge 9:. But what wigblock is of so lig- 
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neous a compact, as to be unfit for any of these pur- 
poses? 

A mute at a funeral, an old maid at a love-feast, a 
college dean at a commemoration of benefactors, or a 
clerical pluralist that cannot get his tithes, is quick- 
silver itself, when compared to the lumpish sadness 
of a genuine punhater, who sinks " from one sign of 
dolor to another," as the spirits of those around him 
rise responsive to the quips and quiddities of the word- 
catching son of Momus. The awful solemnity with 
which such a man advances his favorite maxim, that 
" he who would pun would pick a pocket" (and ob- 
serve, that the rogue who won't pun, forsooth, can 
alliterate ;) the rueful pertinacity with which he pur- 
ses up his features to a coloquintida acerbity, lest by 
any chance he should stumble on the joke, and be 
seduced into a chuckle ; and the self-complacency 
with which he takes credit for superior wisdom, on 
the score of this owl-like gravity, are worthy of the 
pencil of Cruikshank. and the pen of Hood. 

Never, in the records of human perversity, did 
mortal man conscientiously and from the bottom of 
bis heart abuse a pun, who possessed the slightest 
ability to make one himself, or who had fancy enough 
to comprehend the reason " why darned stockings 
are like dead men," which is the very pons asinorum 
of budding wits and sucking jesters. 

" Omne quod supra nos, nihil ad nos ;" and dul- 
ness revenges itself for its inapprehensiveness, by 
contemning what it cannot understand. The pun- 
haters, one and all, hypocrites or no hypocrites, are 
impressed with that true mark of the beast, a per- 
petual recurrence to the cui bono. They are the fel- 
lows who estimate every thing by its market price, 
who hold Shakspeare for a vagabond — think Milton 
no logician — ^and cut short a good story which is set- 
ting the table in a roar, by asking the narrator, ** But, 
is it all true?" 
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Pope's oft-quoted aphorism, that "gentle dnlnesfl 
ever loves a joke," is not only a most unphilosophical 
remark, but a scandalous libel. Gentle dulness i9 
essentially a grave personage, and would be as soon 
found in a house of ill-fame, as in the perpetration of 
a pun. If ever, in an absurd spirit of imitation, she 
ventures to be jocose, her jokes are " no jokes" to any 
body but herself. The truth is, that though Pope 
wove Bolingbroke's philosophy into rhyme, and wrote 
what he called moral Kssays, he was but a superficial 
observer of unsophisticated humanity, and deall 
largely in common-place. How false is his aristo- 
cratic sophism, that " a little learning is a dangerous 
thing." Is a little money dangerous? Or a little 
itrterest with the Treasury ? Or a little health, or a 
little temper, a little old wine in one's cellar, or a 
little woman for one's wife ? A great deal of some 
of these good things may be better than a little, yet, 
who ever heard " drink deep or taste not," applied in 
such cases. Methinks I see a man refusing a hundred 
pounds, because it won't make him a Rothschild ; or 
rejecting the mistress of his soul, because she is not 
six feet high, and as round as a barrel ! If a little 
learning is a dangerous thing, too much (we are told) 
will drive a man mad — a most felicitous remark, that, 
of Felixes, and worthy of letters of gold. What a 
gunpowder Percy this same learning must be ! No 
wonder the Emperor of Austria is afraid of it. 

Never mind Pope, then, my friends, but pun away, 
if pun ye can. Men of genuine talent have never 
lefused to desipere in loco, that is, to condescend to 
a pun in place and season. From Cicero to Person,* 

* Porson, when supping with a friend in Emanuel, in whose rooms he 
was to sleep, was asked, after sundry tumblers of spirits atid water, 
whether he would again replenish his glass, or have a bed-candJe ? He 
had drank enough, but his sitting^breeches were still on ; so be replied in 
Greek, <* dv roitf dvit r&Wa" which, while it sounds "neither toddy nor 
tallow/' signifies neither one nor the other. His puns were ever ** tnar^ 
qu€8 au bon coin" 

13* 
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a series of punsters might be enumerated, embracing 
some of the brightest names in literature, whose au- 
thority might serve to overturn an ecclesiastical canon, 
in the face of a general council. Judges pun on the 
bench ; there was one (an Irish judge) who could not 
even refrain from punning when passing sentence. 
Orators pun in the House of Commons. Even the 
Lord^s chamber sometimes echoes with a pun. In 
short, if punning were made a capital offence, the 
lovers of executions would have their pleasures 
exalted by meeting a great deal "better company 
upon Tyburn tree." 

The dislike of your matter-offact men for a pun is 
the more singular, inasmuch as punning is an art of 
very remote antiquity, and a very conspicuous part of 
the wisdom of our ancestors. The immortal gods, it 
is said, made the world in joke — and a bitter bad joke 
it was. The first man lost Paradise as a ^un-ishment 
for disobedience (vide Milton ;) and his wife was 
made out of one of his ribs, in punning allusion to 
her being a cost-ly commodity. 

The oldest records of man, the hieroglyphics of 
ancien,t Egypt, were a running series of puns ; the 
phonetic characters were an after-thought. The ear- 
lier system perfectly resembled those mysterious wri- 
tings which serve to introduce the tenants of the nur- 
sery to the dogmas of religion, and in which a series 
of pictured signs display the Trinity under the image 
of a triangle, in which the pronoun personal is de- 
picted under the likeness of an eye ; and the posses- 
sive " your" (ewer) is faithfully represented by a milk 

jw?. 

From this use of puns as the means of writing, to 
the abuse of making it the end of writing, the step is 
not great. It may, therefore, be conjectured, in the 
absence of a better hypothesis, and, pace tua, Dr^ 
Young, or your's. Monsieur ChampoHion, that the so-^ 
called tomb of Alexander is an Egyptian Joe Miller ;. 
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and the two needles of Cleopatra an ^^ Esprit Pointu,^^ 
or a " Laugh and go fat," What conjecture can be 
more probable than that the tomb of a great man 
should set forth the jests (gesta) of its illustrious ten- 
ant ; for why should not his good sayings, as well fis 
. his good deeds, << be remembered in his epitaph :" and 
as for Cleopatra, are there not thousands of good 
women whose whole stock of wit lies in their 
needle 1 

If hieroglyphics were puns, which is at least as 
likely, as that Solan geese come of a barnacle, then 
let the sticklers for gravity bear in mind how high 
in honor were placed the hierogrammatists, or pun- 
makers, among that wise and pious nation quibus 
nascunlur in hortis nuntina — and which found 
matter for devotion even in asses and bull-calves. 
These state punsters — for we can call them no less — 
were honoris causa exempted from all civil employ- 
ments ; and it is, perhaps, to this early example, we 
should refer the professed idleness of those modern 
young men of wit and pleasure about town who sing 
for their suppers, pun for their dinners, and who, as a 
young actress once declared of herself, " cannot abide 
work." With these gentlemen, it is certain, all civil 
employments are decidedly in ill-repute ; and, as they 
would sooner lose a friend than a joke, they are not 
always civil even in their sport. 

Furthermore, the hierogrammatists were reputed 
the first persons in dignity, next to the king ; and 
they bore a kind of sceptre in their hands. In our 
own times have we not seen a Canning (the most 
cogent of jokers) prime minister ? And certain secre- 
taries, both of state and Admiralty, have been notori- 
ous for making better way on the road to fortune by 
their wit, than by either their manners, or their 
honesty. Fox, Sheridan, Courtenay, et hoc genus 
Qmne, were famous in their generation ; and if the 
Tories contrived to keep all the " good things'* to 
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ttwmselTeS) the Whigs carried it hollow with the good 
saying/ 

This preference for jesters is not withont good 
reason ; for he who has the laugh on his side, is 
prettjr sure to haye the nation there likewise. Oh ( 
^< It makes me strange even to the disposition that I 
owe/' to note these things, and to mark the little con- 
sequence they draw after them, with the professed 
traducers of a pun— with whom, in all other matters, 
authority is reason, and precedent law. That men, 
whose devotion to all things established bears a kin- 
dred spirit to that of the ape-and-onionarians of the 
remotest ages, should be thus recalcitrunt, is abso- 
lutely past comprehension ! 

Taking leaveof tlie Egyptians with this additional 
remark, that if their hieroglyphics be puns, Tubal 
Cain, the first brass-founder, must probably hare been 
the first public punster — or, at the least, the first who 
applied punning to the purposes of monumental in- 
acription-^rlet us proceed to notice the honor in which 
punning was held among the Greeks. 

But here, let no unfavorable inferences be drawn 
against the art, by the Mitfords and his congenial 
^viewers, in consequence of its having been prac- 
tised by those ultra-liberal prototypes of Jacobinism, 
the Athenians. Thereare some usages which liberals 
and absolutists must hold in common : more is the 
pity. Eating and lying, sleeping and peculating, 
being politic with a friend, and smooth to an enemy, 
are, like Aomo, common to all mankind, in their ge's- 
tion of public, as of private affairs. If such things 
have not always been wholly eschewed by one party, 
because they are largely employed by another, it 
would be absolutely unfair to make a case of excep- 
tion against punning. 

* This point was better made by a Tory lady, wbo said to her Whig 
friend, " The wit is all on your side, but the joke is pn our's.*' 
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In point of style, at least, the Greeks are omni ex- 
ceptione majores, and must be taken as models ; and 
the best Greek writers have condescended to a pun. 
Sophocles, with that regard to nature, on which the 
favorites of the French Academy, the champions of 
classicism, have so much improved, does not scruple 
to make Ajax pun upon his own name, in the very 
depth of his distress * We have ourselves seen per- 
sons in a very reasonable paroxysm of rage suddenly 
relieved, and restored to good humor, by the perpe- 
tration of a pun ; nor is there any reason why the 
bitterness of grief may not equally be alleviated by 
the same remedy. Euripides also cracks almost as 
good a jest upon Polynices ; and ^schylus, nearly 
carrying the joke to extravagfance, heaps pun upon 

pun, when he calls Helen lAc^aj, kXavdgog, hXenToUg, 

which a punster would translate, by saying that the 
fex-wife of Menelaus played Helen (H — II &) all with 
the ships, men, and cities of Troy and Greece. 

Among the Romans, likewise, punning was success- 
fully cultivated, duinctilian, it is true, speaks dis- 
praisingly of the art ; but it should be remembered 
that his remark is apropos to oratory ; and that ora- 
tory is a humbug, of a nature by far too serious to 
admit the hazarding a smile, which may as properly 
be turned against the speaker, as tell in his behalf. 
The sublime is too near to the ridiculous, to admit of 
such liberties. If duinctilian meant more than this, 
and really intended to insinuate that a pun, like an 
apple, is malum, in se, we can honestly reply that this 
priggish concoctor of rhetorical receipts lived in a 
debased age of literature; and appeal from his 
preaching, to the practice of Cicero. 

Marcus TuUias Cicero, the greatest orator of Rome, 
its only metaphysician, its pleasantest letter-writer, 
the hero of the Oataline conspiracy, the scourge of 
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Anthoay, be who was saluted « Father of his coon- 
try," was an inveterate punster. " In jedsj" say* 
Macrobius, ^^facunduakmis^ ut in omnibus fuiL^ 
His "fc quoque (eoque) jurefavebo" will ontlive hi^ 
second {Aiilippic. Aulns Gellius relates of bifo iAteA 
he used U> turn his talent to a good account -, «id 
praises it in him as a part of the perfect orator, tha^ 
he would get out of a scrape, when lying happened td 
be not eouvenient, by a clinch or a ben-mot,* 

This is here nodced, principally to point out the 
progress which oratory bi^ made in modern tinKs ; 
that whereas, in tbe Roman Senate, erery man was 
left to his own mother wit, to pun himself out of hts 
difficulties, as he best might — in the British senate, it 
has been customary to entertain a professional Jack 
Pudding to defend his party, €Uid to interpose his jests, 
like a feather- bed, between the weak points in their 
defences, and the assault of the enemy's artillery. 

Ovid, likewise, was a desperate punster ;t not to 
speak of his thousand and one concetti, each of which 
is the misprision of a pun. Horace's punning satire 
on a certain Mr. King, of those days, places him high 
amongst the Latin J<^s. 

Finally that we may not exhaust the subject, Au- 
gustus CaBsar was an arch wag, and so to speak, the 
emperor of all the jokers. Like Falstaff, he was not 
only witty himself, but the cause of wit in others ; as 
the following epigram on his nautical disasters fully 
justifies. 

" Postqaam bis classe victus naves perdidit, 
Aliquando ut vincat, lucKt assidue aleam.'* 

So decided a punster was this great man, that ac- 

• " Hsec quoque discipliua rhetorica est callide et cum astu re» 
oriminosas citra perfeuhim confiteri ; ut si objectum sit tarpe aKquid, 
quttd negart non queat, respootione joculari eludas, et rem facias risv 
magis dignam quam crimine.'^— L. xii. chap. 12. 

t Witness his ** cur ego non dicam, Furia, te furiaro ;'*— cum multis 
aHU. 
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cording to Saetonius, jesting was almost a part of his 
court ceremonial. When Vectins, with a zeal worthy 
of the Agricultural Society's gold medal, ploughed 
up his father's grave, the affair was made a matter of 
grave accusation against him, before the Emperor ; 
but Augustus facetiously defended the Geoponic ac* 
lion, asserting that this was indeed '< to cultivate his 
fiither's memory."* The pun almost escapes in trans- 
lation. 

Punning has in many instances, been of signal 
service in the arts and sciences. Mythology, if nd 
ibunded in punning, is closely allied to it. Almost 
all the great metamorphoses recorded by Ovid, are 
mere practical puns on the names of the heroes, or 
something very like it. The oracles, too, could not 
have gotten on without punning ; and he who took 
their answers at their literal value, and did not look 
for some clinch or conundrum below the surface, 
was, for the most part, egregiously duped. 

Law, which is itself a sort <k fortune-telling, ie 
equally indebted to quips and quiddities for its best 
turns. The law definition of agreement {offgrea- 
tnentum, quasi aggregatio mentium) is a pun di- 
rect ; and there is this further analogy between law 
and punning, that as a law is no law till it is broken, 
so a joke is no joke till it is cracked. 

It is to the praise of punning, that it flourished 
greatly in the Augustan age of ultra-loyalty and ultra- 
credulity, under the Solomon of the West, James I. 
of pious memory. In his time, every judge was a 
Norbury ;t and the pulpit vied with the stage in fen 

* ** Hoc est vere monumentuiD patria oolere." 

t When this was written, the worthy Peer was yet living ; but, alas, I 
may now say, 

** Multis ille bonis flebilis occidit, &c." 

He 's gone, much lamented by ev'iy good fellow 
Who loves a Joe Miller, or sober, or mellow. 

His sayings will remain in the fiisti of the punster, when the recording 
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and facetiousuess. There are, indeed, some straight- 
laced persons, who disapprove of this mixture of the 
sacred and the profane : but who would not prefer 
bein^ tried by a punning judge, whose points may- 
stand your friend, when all the other points of the 
law are against you, rather than by a Scro^gs or a 
Jeffries ; and who would not relish a jesting parson, 
better than a fanatical blow-coal 1 As for the non- 
sense of the affair, it is not necessary to be droll, in 
order to be nonsensical ; and it is certainly far less 
irreverent to laugh with the preacher, than, (as one 
too often must, in the case of your grave proser,) to 
lau^h at him. 

Puns may be made the channels for communi- 
cating valuable precepts, and for insinuating verities, 
which would recoil on the propounder, if fired in the 
point-blank manner of a syllogism or an axiom. 
What agriculturist would not be grateful for the eco- 
nomic hint conveyed by our quondam friend of the 
Irish Common Pleas, to a reverend acquaintance, 
who had failed in the experiment to feed his horses 
upon whins; "although, for the bruising of the 
thorns, he had," as he informed the company, "pound- 
ed the esculent for four-and-twenty hours." His 
lordship at once replied, " Then take my advice, 
Bishop, and the next time, instead of the whins, pound 
your horses for four^and-twenty hours ; I'll be bound 
that they won't leave a stalk." 

Again, what an important political truth is involved 
in another bon-mot of the same great original, pro- 
pounded to the Viceroy of that day, who was com- 
plaining that his predecessors had neglected to drain 
a certain pond in the Phoenix Park, which rendered 
the Vice-regal residence damp and unwholesome. 

Aogel (it is to be hoped) shall have written non mi reeordo, on the sub- 
ject of his more serious doings ; for which reason we retain his name in 
this page. 
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*^Tbey have been too busily employed in draining 
the rest of the country ;" was the pithy reply. 

Of the same solid character was Hannibal's remark 
to Antiochus, who at a review, in which his troops 
were paraded, glittering with gold, silver, and jewelry, 
asked if these were enough for the Romans. " Ay," 
replied the punnic chief, " that they are, let the Ko- 
mans be as avaricious as they may." 

But if wit and wisdom ever housed together under 
one roof, it was in Pollio's punning defence of his 
own silence, when Augustus, like certain modern 
statesmen who dabble in the reviews, wrote an article 
against him, rather in the Gifibrd style. '< The scribe 
who proscribes," he said, " is not easily answered" — 
" At ego taceo ; non est facile in eum scribere, qui 
potest proscribere.^^ 

The mnemonical system of Professor Feinagle, of 
quondam celebrity, was hung upon pegs, each of 
which was a pun, though it must be confessed a cruel 
bad one. Thus the index to Julius Caesar was a Jew 
and a pair of scissors ; and that of Henry YIU. a ben 
and eight chickens ! Had this learned Theban been 
a Frenchman instead of a German, he would have 
matured his plan into something more mercurial, and 
have edified the world with what might have been 
called " cours de mnemonique par calembourgSj d 
t usage des beaux esprits?^ 

A nearly similar contrivance has likewise been 
employed by some of our best anatomical teachers, 
who give pith to their lectures by illustrative drolle- 
ries, which jog the flagging attention of the hearer, 
and fix the facts in his recollection : so that now-a- 
days a man may break bis bones at less risk of being 
crippled for life, because the teacher has broken a jest 
on the anatomy of the injured part. 

The only place in which a pun is not admissible 
is a king's speech, and the reason is clear. Those do- 
caments being got up for the occasion, are calculated, 
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as far as possible, to be forgotten, the moment when 
that occasion is passed ; they are, therefore, not only 
diyesred of point, but for the most part, also, of all as- 
sizable meaning. 

The practice of punninor requires many virtues: 
^^ non cuivis homini contingit?^ On ingenuity it is 
needless to enlarge — eelct va sans dire ; but it does 
not demand less patience than ability, to await the 
proper occasion for introducing a pun, in order to 
avoid incurring a rebuff, like his, who, quoting Sam- 
son's strength, dpropos de botles, was told, that he 
himself was stronofer than Samsonj for he had 
dra^sred him in neck and shoulders. 

What a scientific combination does it require to 
produce a proper opportunity for a preconceived pun, 
from afar, unaffectedly, and without suspicion. A 
good pun should spring naturally out of the conver- 
sation {naturali pulchritudine, asPetronius sayeth) • 
for if forcibly introduced, it is lost. Neither should 
it be blurted out, when the minds of the hearers are 
not predisposed to sympathize : as, for instance, at a 
funeral, in the midst of a love scene, or when a great 
man is talking. But as it is well known, that even 
on the bed of death a genuine punster will say his 
say, it is impossible to estimate too highly that self- 
possession, which restrains the cacoethes on less solemn 
occasions. This is indeed " animam regere,^^ and a 
greater virtue than not to strike a servant who breaks 
a china dish, or to refrain from imitating the Spanish 
prince, who, Peter Pindar tells us, flung the hot coffee 
into his princess's face, because she 

•*dtearoll, 
On which the selfish prince had set his soul.'' 

Punsters are often required to make great personal 
exertions and sacrifices for the forwarding a joke. So 
it was with the man who over-ate himself, to empty a 
dish of chickensj in order to make way for a pun upon 
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« neck or nothing." At another time this gourmand 
abstained from his two favorite dishes, that he might 
be able to remark, that he was " not soup-or-fish-al." 
He would call too for brandy and water, which he de- 
tests, in order to say that he is not a 7'um fellow.* He 
once caught a dangerous cold by walking bare-headed 
in the rain, for the sake of a pun on Sir Christopher 
Hat-on ; and he actually lost a large sum at a hell, 
which, for security from the police, was held in a 
garret, that he might form a resolution against playing 
so high for the future. 

In short, Horace's " sudavit et alsit^ is especially 
applicable to the punster. But the labor is not too 
much for the reward : for the punster is in argument 
invincible, and he is never so sure of a victory as 
when his logic is defeated, and all his graver defences 
beaten down. The best conducted chain of reason- 
ing, to which a rational answer is impossible, is 
utterly overthrown by what Shakspeare unwisely 
calls " a fool-born jest." The whole company takea 
a decided part with the joker, though he is decidedly 
wrong, merely because he raises a laugh at the ex- 
pense of his antagonist. " Sdventur risu tabulcB tu 
missus abibis^ — oh, glorious privilege of punning ! 

* The celebrated and Rev. S. S. is accused of haviog made ase of this 
clinch, when asked if the Whigs had not given him the vacant bishopric. 
** No/* he said, " they will give me nothing but Jamaica, because thegr 
know I shall make such a rum bishop." 
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" At that instant the abbey bells began to peal so loud, that we could 
not hear one anodier speak ; and this peal was for the honor of Mr. Bul^ 
lock, an eminent cow-kieeper of Tottenham, who had just arrived, to driok 
the waters for indigestion." — SmoUet, Humphry Clinker. 

*' Out rogue, and must thou blow thy bom too 7" 

Ben Jonaon, 

It has been remarked that the blind are mostly of 
an uncommonly cheerful disposition ; and that they 
bear up against their lamentable deprivation, better 
than their fellow-sufferers, the deaf. This difference 
may afford some measure of the social tendencies of 
the species ; for^ excepting: what concerns the craving 
desire of man to know what is passing in the minds 
of others, there is no comparison between the relative 
value of eyes and ears. 

The pleasures we receive from the organs of vision 
are infinite ; while the disgusts are comparatively few. 
There are few natural forms absolutely ugly ; and 
expression will change the character of lineaments 
decidedly unpleasing ; while the most rude and de- 
formed of inanimate objects, will affect the mind gra- 
ciously, when they strike the imagination as pictu* 
resque. Sight places us in relation with the immen- 
sity of the universe ; it contributes^ beyond all other 
faculties, to our sense of security ; and the variety and 
the intensity of its impressions give it a decided pre^ 
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ponderance in the formation of fixecl and positive 
ideas. 

The ear, on the contrary, limited in the sphere of 
its functional activity, and excepting only in the in* 
stance of speech, conveying but few, and those vague^ 
ideas — is a source of endless vexations. Over our 
eyes, we are, in some degree, the masters ; and can 
turn away from those works of art, which do not 9a- 
tisfy our feelings; whereas we are at the mercy of 
every tyrant who chooses to file a saw, or to whistle 
Rossini, without time, tune, or an idea of the musie. 
Scarcely twice in a twelvemonth does a practised and 
delicate ear receive the full gratification of which it is 
capable ; while scarce twenty minutes of the day pass 
without some infliction on the auditory nerve, to dis-^ 
turb the equanimity of the percipient. 

Of all the senses, the ear is the most easily ofiended, 
and the most difiicult to satisfy. Even in that coUo* 
qnial intercourse, wliich seems so perfectly to recon- 
cile the blind to the absence of external forms, the ear 
is more frequently harassed by impertinence, and 
shocked by tolly, than it is gratified by the melody of 
good feeling and good sense. How often are we 
forced to envy Sir Joshua Reynolds, 

** To coxcombs averse, yet most civilly steering, 
When they judged without skill, he was still hard of hearing?" 

At many a sermon a man of any real religion might 
be well pleased to find a refuge in " shifting his truna- 
pet," with the President of the Academy ; and there 
are discourses, as well as sonatas, which the hearer 
might with justice wish to be impossible. At the 
theatres there is a lobby to retreat to ; and it is no 
breach of decorum to quit your box : but in a pevr, 
the preacher has you fast ; and though he preached 
treason or persecution, you must hear him out ! Mise- 
rable, too, is the condition of an unlucky judge, com- 
pelled to listen, ad infiniium, to any proser possessed 
14* 
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of a wig: and a brief, who chooses to bestow his tedious- 
ness upon the court ; and there are occasions in which 
the Speaker of the House of Commons, her Majesty's 
listener-general, might give his ears to be, in fact, as 
in seeming, "as deaf as a post." 

Fut setting aside the intellectual miseries derived 
through the ear, and sticking to physical annoyances, 
think of the horror of an intimate acquaintance with 
a voice like a corncrake, or of a companion through 
life who cannot produce one perfect intonation, whose 
tenderest words split the drum of the ear by their 
harsh vibrations, or insist on making their way into 
the world through the nose ! These are evils, of 
which every one is a judge ; but the musically orga- 
nized alone can understand the nervous irritability 
excited by the failure of a single comma in the pitch 
of the voice, or even by a passing and accidental 
roughness in a note, which, though otherwise correct, 
would dash with gall a Pasta's divine execution. 

Our Norman ancestors seem fully to have appre- 
ciated this variety, when they appropriated the term 
«< noise," (which originally signified annoyance in the 
abstract,) to those especial grievances, which attack 
the organ of hearing. This etymology is conclusive 
against the ear, as being the most fastidious of the 
senses, and the common violator of the peace of the 
soul. 

It may, perhaps, be objected that the majority of 
natural sounds are pleasing ; that the singing of birds, 
the murmuring of waters, are gracious; and that 
even the mournful sighing of the winds is not with- 
out some charm, when it does not precisely pass 
through a keyhole. The majestic thunder, too, is 
pealing and solemn ; and the distant echo of the 
w'aves, beating on the shore, begets a pleasurable 
sensation. But then, man ! that eternal noise-maker, 
that unwearied dealer in dissonances, rarely suffers 
nature to he beard; and to ^ve one's ears a fa^ 
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chance, it would be necessary to abandon all associa- 
tion with one's species. 

In no respect has the liberty of the subject dege- 
nerated to such outrageous license, as in the matter 
of noise. It should seem as if dissonance was re- 
garded as a fundamental article of Magna Charta, and 
silence deemed as unconstitutional as ship-money. 
A man of any delicacy of ear can hardly endure to 
live within the bills of mortality. Complaints are 
made, and with good reason, too, against the fogs of 
London ;" but what are these, to the acoustic abomi- 
nations which prevail there, "from night till morn, 
from morn till dewy eve." Every itinerant mender 
of kettles, every rascally knifegrinder, presumes that 
he has a right to assassinate you, like Hamlet's uncle, 
through " the porches of your ears ;" and " Meolc 
below," as wicked as Macbeth, has "murdered sleep," 
without rebuke, since the days of our Saxon pro- 
genitors.* 

From the shrill pipe of the morning sweep, to the 
deep bass of the Hebrew old-clothes'-man, there is a 
gamut of dissonant sounds perpetually exercised, in 
which every trade and calling has its share.t 

During the revolutionary war, when victories came 
in as regularly as the post (would that they had not 
cost such heavy postage,) and when the motto of our 
admirals might have been " no day without a des- 
patch," the nuisance of newsmen's horns so far tran- 
scended the united noises of all other vociferators, that 
the magistrates of the city, " those sage, grave men,'* 
found it necessary to legislate especially against them. 

* It is a curious fact, that the London milkmaid's pronunciation of her 
staple commodity, still answers exactly to the Anglo-Saxon spelling 
" Meolc ;" and it shows how accurately the original sound of a word can 
be preserved by popular tradition, amidst all the progressive refinements 
in speech of the upper classes. 

t Many acoustic offences have been attacked by Act of Parliament,. 
" within Meen miles round the metropolis." But the memory of them, 
is here preserved for the benefit of future generations of antiquaries. 
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No Other trade conld gain a hearing, so incessant and 
obstreperous were their blasts. 

The wits of that day, indeed, would have it, that 
the ears were not exactly the part of the head which 
our aldermen desired to protect from outrage ; but 
what will not a wit say or do to make good a quib*- 
ble, or to plant a palpable hit? Gold may be bought 
too dearly ; and even the joys which a good batch of 
"great news, bloody news," must afford to the snug^ 
citizen, who ^< lives at home at ease," and knows no- 
thing of the pleasures o( war, beyond taxation and a 
gazette — were bought at too high a price, by the head- 
splitting tantarara and noisy ejaculations of the gen- 
tlemen of the tin tube. 

Another simple sin which requires legislative inter- 
ference, no less than the horn, is the big-drum. Tam- 
bourines and triangles are bad enough. Heaven 
knows! — mere noise for the sake of noise, mono- 
tonous and subversive of all music ; but they are 
nothing to the big-drum, that unpitying rattler of 
windows and shaker of houses, that everlasting street- 
accompaniment to the grave and the ^ay, the martial 
and the tender, the sentimental and the sprightly ! 

Let any one who is an admirer of that popular air, 
" Home, sweet home," imagine — (no, that is not the 
word, for he must have heard it a thousand times — 
let him remember) the ambulant performance of the 
refrain. " Home, home, sweet, sweet, home," squirted 
through a husky pan's-pipe, and enforced by five con- 
founded bangs, like so many discharges of artillery, 
and by five vibrations of all the glass in the parish, 
which seem to prate of an earthquake ! Let him re- 
member the execution of "Patrick's day in the 
morning," covered by an incessant roll of the drum, 
more appalling than thunder; and concluded with 
three hard blows that threaten to burst the parchment, 
and to mislead the hearer into fearing the explosion 
of a powder-mill. 
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To ladies in the straw, and to gentlemen with sick 
headachs, these proceedings are barbarous, cruel, foul, 
and unnatural. Have the drummers no sympathy 
for such suffering, or have they no pity on the poor 
babes, who may be thrown into convulsions by their 
thumps ? Alas ! " they have no children, butchers ?" 
and they regard the death of the innocents with hearts 
of mercenary indifference, which might indeed be- 
come a Herod himself. 

Not less painful is it to the wounded spirit of the 
amateur who is full of the melody of the Gran 
MAESTRO, to be compelled to endure '< thump, thump, 
thump, thumpy, thumpy, thump," by way of a new 
edition of " Di tanti palpiti;" or to listen to ^^dipia 
bang, mi balza bang :" it is enough to make a man 
commit suicide. 

Having entered fully into the contemplation of this 
flagrant wrong, just conceive it, reader, at the end of 
some forty minutes, melting into distance, and leaving 
your aching head and jaded ear at liberty, to receive 
the varied attack of a debutant^ who, from a garret- 
window, takes his half-hourly lesson on a key-bugle ! ! 
It might reconcile Swift himself to deafness ! Not 
all the alphabets in the world could express the horri- 
ble combinations of sound attendant on this truculent 
massacre of Guido of Arezzo. Astolpho's horn loses 
all poetical character, in comparison with the reality 
of thatstupifying blast. 

Well, you will scarcely have gotten rid of that 
plague, when you will be beset by a scoundrel per- 
forming your last favorite melody on a barrel-organ, 
in which, if there is one note more out of tune than 
the rest, it is sure to be that in which there is a long 
pause, to bring back the ritournelle. Verjuice is 
gracious, when compared to the tooth-edge of that 
accursed scream ! 

Then succeeds an itinerant clarionet, squeaking 
forth the mutilated remains of a Scotch reel, or, 
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worse than all, some Highland Orpheus of a bag- 
piper, whose villanoiis pibroch would of itself suffice 
to batter down the walls of another Jericho, or to re- 
lieve the moon from the pangs of an eclipse, " labo- 
ranti poterit succurrere luncB?^ 

In the intervals of this sufferinsr, (if intervals, in- 
deed, it knows) yon have the screaming of yonr 
neighbor's parrot, the howling of some dog, locked 
up for his sins in an empty house ; or haply the in- 
cessantly renewed attempts of a piping bullfinch to 
master a tune, of which it has caught only the two 
first bars ; while its mistress, within, is not more suc- 
cessful in triumphing over the difficultiesof Moscbeles, 
or of Bochsa I 

After such instrumental nuisances, to dwell upon 
vocal misdoings may smack of the bathos ; but .the 
deep, hoarse, bass of the sham sailor, roaring out 
<< cease, rude Boreas," is not to be passed over ; nor 
the unearthly sounds in which he tells how his << pre- 
cious sight" was electrified out of his eyes by a West 
Indian thunder-storm, or carried away by the wind of 
a cannon-ball. 

Then, what think you of a French ballad-singer, 
with a voice like a penny trumpet, and as tuneable, 
as ^'a pig in agate, or a hog in a high wind," chanting, 
" La garde nationale,^^ or " C^esi V amour ?" Or how 
do you like that other pious nuisance, the woman who 
lays siege to the half-pence of the saints, by drawling 
out a never-ending repetitionof the hundred and fourth 
Psalm ! 

To add to the harmony, these delectable strains 
are from time to time crossed by the competing dis- 
cords of two rival mackerel venders, screaming like 
emulous macaws from the opposite sides of the street ; 
and by the monotonous bell and deep diapason of n 
stentorian <<Dust ho !" 

Then, again, at night, you were once indulged with 
a trio of watchmen, crying the hour concurrently in 
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C natural, C sharp, and E flat, and showing how 
little concert there was in their efforts to keep the 
peace. This nuisance is at length abated, but it re- 
tains its place in the present enumeration, in order to 
preserve the memory of a very worthy professor of 
music, who of himself was " choleric," but whose 
natural irritability was roused almost to rage, by the 
slightest deviation from the laws of harmony. Walk- 
ing home one ni^ht from the Opera, he was so worked 
upon by the discord of " the Charlies," that he actually 
knocked down the uutuneful rogue, nearest at hand, 
by way of a lesson in counter point. This fantasia 
of the "enraged musician" brought him to the watch- 
house till he could get bail ; and the next morning 
Sir R. Birnie read him a most luminous lecture on 
the moral difference between beating time and beat- 
ing the time-keeper. Thus bronjjht to the har for an 
odd crotchety after having lost his rest^ he was forced, 
after a most distressing pause, to conclude the broken 
(headed) cadence^ by sliding a few noies into the hand 
of the guardian of the night, who, being now in the 
dominant^ allowed the discord to be thus resolved, 
and brought the guilty one back to the kef/f which 
was no longer turned against his liberty. 

The sensible reader will, by this time, begin to 
wonder how it has happened that no more than a 
passing notice has yet been taken of that gigantic 
acoustic abuse, the bell, or, in the more appropriate 
language of Othello, " that dreadful bell." The sub- 
ject was, indeed, too appalling for ordinary nerves ! 
There is in that one word " bell" such a variety of 
woes, as is not lightly to be encountered ; and even 
now it is not without reluctance that the pen pro-v 
ceeds to sotmd the depths of its misery. The erudite 
inventors of the tragi-comedy of Punch (a perform- 
ance more true to nature, than any that was ever pro- 
duced by the disciples of Aristotle) have alone evin- 
ced a thorough sense of the atrocity of bells ; for after 
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having led that facetious profligate — ^that immoral 
preacher of a great moral lesson — through the subor- 
dinate gradations of vice, from adultery to murder — 
they have, as the climax of wickedness, introduced 
him in the act of ringing a bell in the ears of his 
neighbors. No other trait that they could have hit 
upon, could have marked so glaringly the malignity 
of the man ; and, accordingly, it has passed into a 
proverbial expression : whenever a person has arrived 
at the excess of any quality — good, bad, or indiffe- 
rent — he is technically said to " bear the bell," in that 
particular. 

The subject of bells may be conveniently divided 
into its two branches of venial offences, or hand-bells, 
and of those mortal sins which exalt themselves in 
the belfry. Intermediate between these, not long ago, 
stood the dustman's bell, already mentioned ; a sin 
which, if it was less in magnitude than its clerical 
brethren, was more atrocious, from its propinquity to 
the nerves of the sufferers. Theye was a malice pre- 
pense in this same " dust ho !" that demanded imme- 
diate castigation. Not contented with a vocal an- 
nouncement of his calling, which might awaken all 
the dust in the parish — the church-yard included — 
the dustman would pour forth his unceasing peal, to 
frighten the town from its propriety, without stint or 
mercy, and in total disregard of the interests of all 
minor noisemakers ; insomuch, that the veriest shrew 
that ever scolded, would be unable to make herself 
heard. 

Did you ever follow down the Strand one of these 
imperturbablesy these implacable persons, unable to 
get before him*, or to retreat from his annoyance, his 
long whip playing across your eyes, and his virulent 
clapper splitting the drum of your ear, while your 
companion in vain endeavored to make you compre-* 
bend some communication of great and urgent inte- 
rest 7 If not, you have not experienced suffering in 
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its most exquisite form, suffering to which the inqui- 
sition knew no parallel. 

In the postman's bell there is a pert flippancy, a 
jerking reiteration, symbolical of his post haste niove- 
ments, which is annoying enough ; and the humble 
tinkling of the muffin-man is, (or rather, we must now 
say, was) pro tanto a thing to be reformed ; but these 
evils sink into utter insignificance, nay, might be ac- 
cepted as a boon, in comparison with the deliberate 
and unpitying continuity of the man of cinders. Even 
the jangling of tavern beJJs (never live next door to a 
tavern,) is melody to his music. Thank Heaven, the 
fellow had no vested interest in his noise, or, at least, 
he had no parliamentary influence ; so that the nui- 
sance is abated, as many more of far wider import 
must soon be, unless another revolutionary war should 
arrive, to drive the nation once more out of its wits, 
to stop the march of mind, and adjourn for another 
forty years all chance of improvement. 

Of the smaller nuisances, it is matter of just as- 
tonishment how any one could have imagined the 
tinkling of the sheep-bell a pleasant or a poetical 
sound, unless, perhaps, the idea arose with some 
inditer of cockney pastorals, with whom the asso- 
ciation of" hot crumpets and muffins" had supersed- 
ed the physical disagreeableness of that sheepish ac- 
companiment. 

Perhaps objection may be taken against this theory, 
on account of that uniform direction to be found on 
the hall doors of great men, " knock and ring," an in- 
scription which may be hastily considered as indicat* 
ing the owner's delight in tintinabuiary vibrations; 
but it should rather seem, (remembering the general 
. conduct of masters to servants,) that this practice has 
arisen in a malicious pleasure which they may be im« 
agined to take, in tormenting the sons of the livery. 
Every one knows that the bell is the torment of a foot- 
man's life, and that if it were not for that Utile instru- 

VOL. I. 15 
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ment, he would be as happy as the day is long : it is 
clearly, therefore, not the delight of listening to the 
duet between the knocker and the bell that has occa^ 
sioned this admonition, but the pleasure of depriving 
" John" of the satisfaction of letting his master's visit- 
ers cool their heels at the door, till it may suit his hu- 
mor to hear and obey the call. 

Passing, however, these petty grievances (thank 
Heaven we can no longer say '* de minimis non curat 
/c:r,") without even a conjecture as to the metaphysi- 
cal causes which have attributed the bell so exclu- 
sively to the muffin-man, the dustman, and tlie itine- 
rant coal-merchant, (a subject of much delicacy, for 
which space is here wanting.) let us pass at once to 
the church bell. From this deadly sin there is no 
hope of relief. He who touches the bell, would shake 
the establishment. Bells and chimes are part of the 
wisdom of our ancestors, and to rasp a filing of their 
brass would bring the constitution about our ears, and 
put the church mto such danger, as would excite 
Hume and Lord King themselves (were the latter alive) 
to compassion. 

On this subject the author of the " Moyen de par- 
venir'^ justly remarks, " Tensse dit le son, mais les 
moines m'etissent accuse d^heresie, par ce que son 
appartient aux clochesP 

The ringing of bells is said to be a purely English 
invention, and it is as sacred as any one of the thirty- 
nine articles. In vain is the schoolmaster abroad — 
test acts have been repealed, and Catholics may sit in 
parliament ; but, in the matter of bellsj Pandora's box 
has not even hope left at the bottom. 

To the Russell family England is bound in many 
a debt of gratitude; its best blood, lavished on the 
scaflfold in the cause of liberty, has cemented for ever 
the alliance of that house with the people ; and suc- 
cessive generations of patriots have owned the influ- 
ence of the family example. But not the least among 
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its pnblic benefactors uras that provident duke, who, 
in granting the ground for erecting the church of St 
Georije, Bloomsbury, made a savins: clause in behalf 
of the parishioners, that there should be but one bell 
in the steeple. It is probable, that from this worthy, 
the house of Russell has inherited its di.slike of church 
Peels, which they manifest with such earnestness 
upon all lawful occasions. 

That church bells are no real friends of religion it 
would be easy to prove. The bells of Bow churcU 
very nearly pulled that edifice on the heads of the 
citizens ; and the bell of St. Sepulchre's, owing to 
some defect in its gudgeons, actually did fall with a 
most ruinous crash.* No wonder then that the 
"sacring bell" should so have startled the good lord 
cardinal in his meditations on the coming reforma- 
tion, as Shakspeare has narrated. 

The sound of bells, as heard in the country, and 
from a distance, is decidedly melancholy • while, in 
a great city, it is nothing less than siupilying. How 
any people could have chosen them as testimonials 
of rejoicins:, or christened their performance " the 
merry peel," passeth all understanding. Of all the 
many offences of Catholicism against human hap* 
piness, the fondness for bells should lie the most 
heavily on its conscience. In the monasteries there 
were no less than six sorts of these tormentors, viz. 
the squilla, which was rung in the refectory. The 
true character of this bell, maugre its social serviceSi 

* That thia was symbolical, the following lines will declare :— 

" The bell of St Sepulchre 's fallen to the grouQ<)» 
And neveVf no more^ will it utter a sound ; 
The cause of this fall, as most people report k, 
Was, that the bell's gudgeons no more could support il. 
If this be the truth of the case, in my humble 
Opinion, the church runs great risk of a tumble ; 
For the gudgeons, who long have supported its 8tate„ 
Axo bending beneath its inordinate weight." 



172 THB PLEASURES OF HEARING. 

will live for erer in Dante's musical and melancholy 
line, 

*' PaiB 1 pon« pianger, cbe- si mvore."' 

Then there was the cymbalvm of the cloister, 
the nola of the choir, the nolula or dupla in the 
clock (a striking impropriety), the catnpana* in the 
steeple, and the signum in the tower. To these some 
authors add the corregiuncula^ which was used to 
call the monks to be flogged— an invitation far less 
agreeabte than that of the squilla. 

Nobody but he who for his sins has sojourned in an 
Italian town, can have the remotest idea of the devils 
symphony, which the rivalry of these many-named 
abuses creates, at certain hours of the day, ringing, 
tolling, and chiming in every key, with, generally, 
one or two of them cracked, for the sake of variety. 
Even the nighty there, is not sacred to repose ; and in 
most cases the nuisance is increased by the force 
of contrast, — these noises being the only audible 
tokens of living humanity heard within the walls. 

Like the priests, their masters, the bells have con- 
trived to get into the business of every epoch of ex- 
istence. Is a child born, away go " the college youths^ 
to work — does he arrive at man's estate, the ding dong 
is renewed— is he married, ditto repeated — and, lastly^ 
when he dies, the passing bell must frighten all the 
old folks in the parish, by reminding them of the 
^^next turn,^^ which will post them also to another 
world. 

Ofalltinlintabulary speculations, however, that con- 
cerning the passing-bell is the most natural, its object 
being to drive away the evil spirit standing at the 
bed's foot in readiness to seize his prey. At the ring- 
ing of this bell, we are told, (and 'fore George, I be- 
lieve it,) the devil takes flight ; and the soul, like a 

^ Nola and Catnpana, so called from Nola. in tbe Campagna, whei^ 
Ihe99 tonurea wece wd: ^o. h«ve been ori^oall/ produfied. 
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hunted hare, gains a short start, or in sporting lan^ 
guage a law, of which, if it has any agility, it may 
profit, to distance the enemy, and pop into heavea 
before it can be overtaken. If any thing can frighten 
a devil, besides holy water, it surely must be the in- 
fernal melody of a passing bell. There is no distance 
which one wo<uld not go from it, to be ant of ear-shot. 
It was probuWy from this point of church doctrine^ 
that Lord Byron stole his notion of the effect of the 
Laureate's hexameters, which he has described, as 
possessing a precisely similar diabolifuge operation ;— * 

*^ The devirs ram howling, deafen^di, down to hell, 
The ghost's fled gibbering to theijf own dominions/* 

One conseqiience of ibe opinion, extremely agree- 
able to the sexton is, that an extra sum was usually 
paid for ringing the great bell, because it drove iho 
devil to a greater distance, and gave a longer start to 
those whose riches might otherwise have burtfiened 
them in their flight. We recommend this hint to the 
serious consideration of those Act of Parliament 
gehtlemen— th« attorneys. 

Why bells should be ruofeg on the event of a mar- 
riage is less easy to understand, unless it be in a spirit 
of bitter irony, and as a foretaste of the noise and 
discord incidental to " God's holy state." On almost 
every other occasion, bells are the accompaniment of 
some horror. They are rung in sieges and in fires, 
they are tolled at funerals and at executions, as if i| 
were not bad enough to be hanged, without having 
cme's courage beaten down by the sound of one's owri 
passing bell. Bells are rung also to commemorate 
those scourges of natioiis, miscalled victories, or such 
public humbugs as gunpowder treasoiti — or that trea- 
son without gunpowder^ the restoration of the Stuarts., 

Bells, likewise, sound to mark the lapse of time,, 
and to announce the slow but certain approach of 
death. Every stroke of the clapper is a sliQC off our 



174 TRE K.BA8VBE£r OF HSARIN6U 

life ; no wonder, then, that it should grate so on the 
ear! 

But, happy is he who has not this nnwelcome truth 
beaten into him by the hammers of a set of musical 
chimes. The ctimax of thia auricular wo is to be 
found at Ghent, where the carillon is not confiued to 
the performances of the clock, but a carillonneur is 
inaiutained to torture the ears of the inhabitants. 
" The carillonneur," says Dr. Buraey, " was literally 
at work ; and hard work it must be. He was in his 
shirt, the collar unbuttoned, and in a violent sweats 
Tliere are pedals communicating with the great bells,^ 
upon which witli his feet he played a bass to several 
sprightly and rather difficult airs, performed with the 
hands upon the upper species of keys."' 

" It is certainly" (I quote the same authority) ^' a 
gothic invention, and, perhaps, a barbarous taste." 
Geminiani said that the Westminster Abbey concerts 
were good to listen to from Westminster Bridge: but 
what distance could temper the malice of Burney's. 
energumine working manibus pedibusque, to drive 
a whole community mad ! Thank Heaven, we have 
no such engeance as this in England i and it is to be 
hoped that those musical snuff-boxes on the grand 
scale (the regular chimes) will in time wear out, and 
leave not a wreck behind. 

Another auditory infliction which transcends all 
powers of description, is the conversion of our best 
music into quadrille tunes. It is impossible to give 
the faintest idea of the torture which a genuine 
Rossinist endures from these mutilations of the hap- 
piest thoughts of the great composer ! There is no 
music which escapes the perverse ingenuity of the 
dancing master. Even Braham's duet of the *' Bird 
in yonder cage confined" has been estropi6 for the 
quadrille, in a manner which, to those who do not 
much care for the original, might convulse them with 
laughter; so that we may soon expect to doacQ 
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country dances to Luther's Hymn, to waltz to the 
Dead March in Saul, and to revive the long minuet, 
to the tune of the hundred and nineteenth Psalm. 

Among the lesser atrocities of domestic life, the 
creaking hoots of a physician, the snarling, snappish 
bark of a favorite lapdog, or a whistling fellow-lodger, 
should not be omitted ; still less, the nocturnal cater- 
wauling of a convention of amorous cats — a good 
snorer in the next room — or a bevy of rats practising 
for the Derby. If you happen to be wakeful, what 
think you of the ticking of a deathwatch ? Or of the 
pleasures of a neighboring steam-engine, throwing off 
newspapers by the thousand for the morning's publi- 
cation ? 

But the theme grows too vast for the paper. These 
are only the coarser and more vulgar ear grievances. 
No hint has been given of the hopeless misery of solo 
playing, the crambo of piano-forte concertos, the 
trumpet accompaniment to «'Let the bright seraphim," 
a debutante^s " Soldier tired," or that refinement on 
musical torture, singings after supper ! An ungreased 
wheel is heaven to the least of these miseries. 

Then, there are such things as amateur concerts, 
exhibiting mothers, and young ladies, who warble of 
despair and death, with the tame insipidity of suck- 
ing doves ; who sigh forth, pianissimo^ the most em- 
phatic " scelerata" and " ingratd'^ with their mouths 
as fast closed, as a dandy's door against the sheriff's 
officers : and, above all, and beyond all, there are 
those quintessences of intolerable noise and vulgarity^ 
« Tally ho" and " Old Towler 1" 

"Whoever has considered these things must be con- 
vinced, that the ear (at least the musical car) wajs not 
Created till after the fall, and that it is among tha 
worst consequences of original sin* 
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THE ENGLISH MALADY. 

*' n 7 a ploa de deiants dans lliuineur, que dans resprit." 

La Rochefoucauld, 

The English language, amidst its infinite richness 
and variety, is parlicuhuly copious in its expressions 
for the numerous shades and nuances of intellectual 
and sensitive characteristics. We have fancy, wit, 
imagination, humor, fun, drollery, apprehensiveness, 
quickness, &c., for all which the French possess one 
common and general expression, Vesprit — a banality, 
compelled io do duty on every emergency, alone and 
unassisted. 

By virtue of this copiousness of the mother tongue,, 
philosophy is enabled to distinguish no less than 
three modifications of that principle of malevoIence,^ 
which the social man brings to bear against his friends 
and companions, and which keeps alive a reciprocity 
of bad feelings among the closest c«>nnexions : these 
are — ill-temper, ill-nature, and ill humor. 

By an ill-tempered man, we mean one who is im- 
patient of trifling annoyances — who is roused by petty 
provocations to hasty and unmeasured language,, or 
action, but is generally as easily appeased — his fire^ 
like that of straw, being as evanescent as it is sud- 
den. Such a man, when the corns of his irritability 
are not trodden upon, may be gay,, cheerful,, and be^ 
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nevolent : and, if the habit has not been suffered to 
obtain a mastery, need not be 

" Quite a madman, though a pa»ty fell." 

But he is not the less an unsafe companion ; and to 
converse with him is to inhabitover a volcano. 

An ill-natured man is one who has a perverse plea* 
sure in the misfortunes of his fellow-creatures, who 
delig^hts in mischief, and enjoys the vexations and dis* 
appointments of his neighbors, not because they afford 
a whimsical point of view, and provoke an involun* 
tary laus^h, but precisely because they give pain to 
the sufferer. 

The best-natured man in the world may be amused 
by the perplexity of a diner-out, who is caught in a 
beau trap, when " figged out" for the occasion, and 
hurrying on, at the last moment, in his way towards 
the friendly maho&any. He may smile at a bungling 
pretender to the ofl^dge, who brings his own sederunt 
in contact with the hard ice, with more force than 
good will. If a plate of hot soup should empty itself 
ou a friend's short tights, rendering: it doubtful whether 
the ^re€ise or the caloric constitute the predominant 
portion of what Jeremy Bentham calls " the matter of 
punishment," he might even indulge his jocularity, 
and sport the " summumjus summa ittfuria^*^ usual 
on this emergfency ; but his mirth would be tempered 
with a certain sympathy, a friendly apprehension of 
enhancing the evil, by an appearance of too much 
gratification. 

With the ill-natured man, the pleasure on such 
occasions is ever measured by the injury of the acci- 
dent. He would prefer a broken leg to a splashed 
stocking ; a good sound ducking, with danger of life, 
to a simple fall on the ice ; and he would like the 
soup to scald, and the inexpressibles to be neither 
cleansiWe nor replaceable. He' chuckles when his 
friend gains a blank in the lottery, or marries a tartar, 
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or lames a favorite horse, or sees his play damned ; 
exclaiming, " Oh, now he will be taken down a pe^ !'' 
<' Now he will be off his high horse, I warrant !" or 
the like expression of spite and malicious triumph. 

Such a fellow was designed by nature to fill the 
office of the slave in the conqueror's car, and to damp 
the gratification of successful merit, by reminding 
the conqueror of his mortality. Times of public ca- 
lamity and pecuniary crisis are his harvest-home. 
The first thin^ he looks for in the newspaper is the 
list of bankrupts ; and, next to that, he enjoys the 
personalities and calumnies of faction, slanders, elope- 
ments, crim. cons., or, in general, any show up of 
human infirmity. He is the first to rip up old stories 
of failure and disorrace against his equals, who have 
risen in the world ; to " remember the time'' when 
my lord mayor's note would not discount for twenty 
pounds ; when Sir Somebody Something wore a 
livery; or to recall the fact, that old Mrs. Graveairs 
made a sli(> when she was sixteen, and was stopped 
by her husband at Dartford^ on her way to the Coo- 
tinent, with Captain Loveinore. He sees the judg- 
ment of Heaven in every trifling accident, and never 
loses an opportunity of reading a practical << moral 
lesson," in order that he may << teach the fellow to 
know himself." 

Yery different from these personages is the ill-hii- 
mored man. The ill-humored man may be just, 
generous, and in all real afflictions compassionate and 
friendly : nay, he is often brusque, to conceal a real 
tenderness of heart, of which be is ashamed ; but, in 
bis ordinary intercourse with society, he overflows 
with an unceasing stream of bitterness. All his re- 
marks are harsh^ severe, and annoying ; and in the 
moments of his relaxation, in the hour of his highest 
social enjoyment, he is morose, snappish, and pro- 
voking. 

The ill-humored man differs from the ill-natured 
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iu this, that he does not rejoice at his neighbor's mis- 
fortunes, but only takes a momentary pleasure in see- 
ing his friends uncomfortable ; and even in this mea- 
sure of annoyance he has lio delight, unless he him- 
self is the author of it. His motive is not malice, but 
spleen ; and he is pleased, not so much that his victim 
is mortified, as that he is himself relieved from the 
weight of his own uneasiness. While the ill-tempered 
man must have some one to be angry with, the ill- 
humored is only at odds with himself; he lacks no 
external occasion of excitement, nor goes out of him- 
self for the food of his irraiibility. 

This last modification of disposition is decidedly 
English ; and whether it be attributable to les brtmil- 
lards cPAnfflelerre, to the beef and puddingizing, the 
anxious money-getting, or to some other circumstance 
peculiar to England and Englishmen, it is rarely met 
with on the Continent, in the same intensity in which 
it prevails at home. Individuals, indeed, of all na- 
tions may be subject to occasional fits of ill-humor ; 
but among Englishmen, almost exclusively, it is ever 
found as an €tat,sifna7iiired^iire, clinging to a man 
at all periods of life, rather exasperated than appeased 
by prosperity, and unmitigated alike by the successes 
of love, of vanity, or of ambition. 

Ill-humor is less a vice than a disease, for it is 
strictly constitutional ; its occasional paroxysms are 
rarely brought on by the more serious evils of exist- 
ence, but rather by certain petty annoyances, which 
a man of sounder frame of body would laugh at. So 
the condition itself does not appear to depend upon 
any notable or tangible malady, but arises from some 
obscure hitch, or embarrassment, in the more intimate 
movements of the body, which, without tending to 
sickness or dissolution, is destructive of that diffusive 
animal pleasure, derived in happier constitutions from 
the mere sentiment of existence. It should seem as if, 
in persons thus put together, the several capillary sys- 
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tems were so many fountains of irritation, from which 
an accumulated torrent of inappreciable impressions 
flows in upon the sensorium, without indeed engen- 
dering direct pain, liut yet Iretting the disposition, 
"like a gummed velvet," and throwing the mind upon 
the external world, in search of those causes of unea- 
siness, which in reality are internal. 

"The humors of the body," says a moral writer, 
" imperceptibly influence the will, so that they enter, 
for a large part, into all our actions, without our being 
aware of it ;" and thus it is that the ill-humored man 
punishes, in his friends, the outrages of some peccant 
lymph, circulating in his own veins ; and revenges 
himself nobly on society, for the oflfencesof his owa 
liver and pancreas. Accordingly it happens, that a 
severe fit of illness, and its concomitant treatment, will 
for a while abate considerably from this congenital 
disease of the mind, by exchanging the malaise of 
the body for a good substantial pain, and changing 
the habitual current of the humors. So, on the other 
band, a striking calamity, a fire, the death of a friend, 
or a heavy pecuniary loss, by calling off the attention 
of the ill-humored man from trifling sensations, will 
render him, for a season, more civilized and amenable 
in society ; and he will not lose this temporary good- 
nature, until time and philosophy have restored his 
ordinary tone of spirits. 

The prevalence of this peculiarity of disposition, 
is a great defect in the national character ; not only 
as it occasions much unhappiness in families, but as 
it bespeaks an equal uneasiness in the subject; for it 
never can exist, in concurrence with an habitual 
relish and enjoyment of life. The happy are ever 
pleased with the happiness of others, and prompt to 
promote it : but the miserable feel insulted, as well as 
shocked, by the aspect of enjoyment, with which they 
cannot sympathize. 
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Notwithstanding the oft-quoted "haud ignora 
maliy^ it is unmitigated suffering, much more than 
boundless prosperity, that hardens the heart, and be- 
gets a churlish and unsociable spirit. The morosity 
of the English character impresses foreigners with 
most unfavorable notions of the country and its in* 
stitutions, and has contributed to reconcile them to 
their native despotisms, by forcing on their attention 
the little real enjoyment which subsists in the land of 
liberty. 

Ill-humor venfs itself in a thousand ways. An ill- 
humored man sits in the bosom of his family (like a 
spider in the centre of its web,) in watchful and un- 
ceasing grudge against allaround him. No sooner 
does a burst of cheerfulness explode in his presence, 
than he hastens to repress it, by a sarcasm or a rebuke. 
He studies the weaknesses of his friends, in order to 
play upon them with more effect; and, as the hack- 
ney-coachman " makes a raw" on his horse's shoulder, 
in order to flog the callous animal to a better purpose, 
so the ill-natured man delights to irritate an outraged 
feeling, to play upon an imperfection ; and, in one 
word, to say to every individual the most galling and 
vexatious things that occur to his recollection. 

The great pretence for this cantankerous indul* 
gence is, that the party loves to speak his mind. He, 
forsooth, is a plain, downright man, who always ut- 
ters what he thinks ; and he is too good an English- 
man to make cringes and congees, like a foreigner. 
Nothing can be more thoroughly detestable than 
these provoking: truth-tellers ; and a man might almost 
as soon live with the father of lies himself (provided 
be might choose the venue of the habitation) as asso- 
ciate with these very candid and very impertinent 
companions ; who, after all, difier from their conti- 
nental neighbors less, perhaps, in the love of speaking 
their thoughts, than in not thinking with satisfaction 
on any subject. 

VOL. I. 16 
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The worst of it is, that these " cross gentlemen" (ta 
use the desit^iation by which an Irish waiter disiia^ 
guished a certain pettish, unpleasable traveller, with 
whose name he was not acquainted,*) have now and 
then so many compensating qualities, so much friend- 
ship, so much benevolence, that you cannot, for the 
soul of you, hrin^ yourself to a dead cut. For the 
ilUhumored man may at bottom be very good-natur- 
ed ; and it sometimes happens that he who never 
said one gracious and agreeable word in his whole 
life, has never lost an opportunity of doing a real and 
substantial service to the objects of his perpetual 
anr>oyance. 

Sir Simon Verjuice is strictly a man of this de- 
scription. His highly respectable life of industry and 
integrity, his family affection, and active friendship, 
conspire to redeem his social defects, and to license 
to the uttermost his indiilgeuce in the Anglican pri- 
vilege of finding fault and snappishness. He will 
tell a woman in a large and mixed circle that she is 
painted, that her wig is awry, or that her jewelry is 
false. He will make a fond mother miserable, by 
calling her husband's attention to the faults of her 
favorite boy, whom her mismanagement has spoiled, 
or by vehemetrtly asserting that her daughter's 
shoulder is growing out. He tells scandalous anec- 
dotes of the popular patriot, to jeer his radical ac- 
quaintance } and will abuse sectarianism to a Dis- 
senter. He has all sorts of gloomy predictions at the 
service of all his acquaintance ; and when, half-joke, 
half*enrnest, he tells his neighbor that he will live to 
be hanged, he takes little pains to conceal his private 
opinion that the party may richly deserve it. If you 
have a spot on your cheek, he will tell you that it is 
the evil ; if your wife coughs, he will abruptly warn 
you that she is far gone in a galloping consumption. 

** A beef-steak and a pint of port for the crow gentleman in the Lion," 
wai bit expreiiion. 
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If you indnlofe in any little expense, he will reproach 
you with ruining: your fomily, and he will tell you 
that you see belter company, and give yourself greater 
airs, than is good for your credit. 

All proffered civilities Verjuice rejects in the most 
disgracious manner. If you offer him a place in your 
carriage, he tells you he is not too old to walk. If 
you propose to him some delicacy of the table, "he is 
no epicure." If you yield him the arm chair, or a 
place next the fire, *^ he is not sick." Thus he gives 
you ground for believing that your motive is sus- 
pected, when he is only vexed at being ousted, for a 
while, of his right to be surly. So, on the other 
hand, his first word to every request is ^* No ;*' and 
though he never fails to serve, when it is in his power, 
he as seldom grants a favor, till he has quoted every 
reason he can find, or invent, to warrant his refusal. 
Remonstrate with him on the rudeness of his speech, 
and tell him that he has hurt such a man's feelings, 
his constant answers are, " what do I care ?" "Why 
is he such a fool as to mind it ?" " Is it not the 
(ruth ! — and if he is ashamed to hear the truth, why 
does he not mend his conduct?" 

After all, however. Verjuice is a much more tole- 
rable companion than his sister ; first, because sh^ is 
a woman, and therefore dares be much more savage ; 
and next, because she is an old maid, and adds some 
grains of ill-nature to her inborn ill-humor ; but, most 
of all, because she has seen less of the world, is more 
full of herself, and is essentially less indulgent to the 
infirmities of her friends and acquaintances. Ht 
taunts you with a weakness or an absurdity, simply 
because his pettishness finds an account in doing so ; 
she indulges in this liberty, for the same reason ; and 
also, because she thinks unnecessarily ill of you, on 
account of that weakness. With as much bile, she 
has more genuine malignity ; and to her constitu- 
tional waspishnessj she adds all the sourness of dis- 
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appointment. Miss Verjuice entertains a thousand 
petty jealousies of the neglect of friends. Herself the 
centre of her own circle, she can ill brook the eccen- 
tric movements of those who are sometimes influ- 
enced by otfier attractions, and dare to omit her in a 
dinner-paAy, or lo withhold an expected visit. This 
feeling is still deeper, if the person in whose favor 
she has passed by, is one step higher in life, or has 
any advantage at her disposition, which she herself 
cannot boast. 

These feelings are but too common with all who 
have not Vuaage du monde, but with the good-natured 
and the good-humored they are transitory; or, at 
worst, self-respect and an honest pride lead such per- 
sons to keep the offence to themselves. Miss Y., on 
the contrary, never lets slip an opportunity of '' tell- 
ing her friends a piece of her mind ;" and would think 
herself a dupe, if she forgot her imaginary grievance 
without what she calls asserting herself-— that is, re- 
proaching her visitors with all their arrears of ex- 
pected civilities. 

To her servants, or of them, she never speaks biit 
to find fault ; and, unlike her brother, she does not 
redeem this vice by a generous regard of their worldly 
interests. This is the more intolerable, because her 
servants are a favorite topic of conversation for the 
amusement of her guests. In the country she is the 
«eourge of her poor neighbors ; abusing the men for 
idleness, the wives for sluttishness, and the children 
for their dirty faces, and not saying their Catechism. 
Her own nephews and nieces she keeps in incessant 
hot water, by reminding them, dpropos des boiiesy of 
their old offences, and reading them improviso lessons 
before strangers. " How do you do, Mrs. Fizackerley ? 
Thai's my niece, madam, Miss Clementina Verjuice, 
a good girl, if she would but hold up her head, and 
would not pull faces. That young gentleman in the 
corner is her brother Harry. Come here, sir. Why 
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dotft you. comb your hair? He chose to spoil hia 
best trowsers by falling in the mud and tearing the 
knees; so he must be content to go on with his old 
ones." 

All the while poor Mrs. Fizackerley sits bored to 
death, either by no means interested in the qualities 
of Miss Clementina and Master Harry, or if she be 
a foolish mother herself, applying to her own con- 
duct all the innuendoes against the torment of rude 
children, and the folly of " sparing the rod to spoil 
the child." 

These pettish attacks are not confined to the chil- 
dren ; all her acquaintance come in for their share. 
She is the censor-general of fashions and morals, of 
caps and carriage, of bonnets and behaviour : not that 
she always ventures to be directly personal ; a diatribe 
on a general proposition will equally serve her turn. 
If a lady's stays happen to be cut rather low, she 
wonders how modest women can bring themselves to 
the fashion of showing their bosoms to every jack- 
anapes. If the curate rides a good horse, she rails 
against the category of sporting parsons ; or if he 
preaches morality, she declaims against Arminianisnp, 
and vows that the clergy have quite forgotten their 
theology. On these occasions, too, " some people" is 
a favorite figure of speech ; and, ** I wonder what 
folks mean," is an ally on whose services she largely 
draws, when she wa;its to give what she calls "a 
good wipeJ' 

Among better bred persons ill-humour does not, of 
course, wear this extreme shape of impertinent selfish- 
ness; it is softened down and subdued by an acquaint- 
ance with good company. But where the morosity 
exists, it finds a no less efiective vent in a morgue^ 
which is scarcely less annoying. The assumption of 
airs of state and distance in the bosom of the domestic 
circle is a remain of feudal barbarism, which has been 
preserved longer and more rigidly in England than 

16* 
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in the other countries of Europe. Formerly the chil- 
dren were not suffered to eat at the same table with 
their parentS| or to sit in their presence ; and much of 
the spirit of this formality is still preserved in our 
modern habits, through the incurable ilUhumor of 
the heads of families. Fathers, infected with this 
yice, sit in the midst of their little ones wrapt up in 
silent abstraction ; and they repress by a frown or a 
rebuke every approach to an affectionate familiarity ; 
while the mother incessantly reminds her children, 
that " when she was young, girls were not suffered^ 
to do this or the other. 

This carriage towards the objects of affection, while 
it is the grave of confidence and filial affection, is ut- 
terly incompatible with domestic cheerfulness. When 
brought to bear upon general society, it is an effectual 
damper of the ease and comforts of the guests, and 
as completely destroys all pleasurable company as the 
acrimony of the Verjuices. 

But by far the more frequent refuge of genuine ill 
humor in high life is found in a pretence to sancti- 
monious rigor of exterior, in a scrupulosity of piety, 
which looks down on music, abhors dancing, and 
holds every idle word, or unquestioned thought, as a 
sin of the blackest die. A watchful look-out after the 
soul's health in others, is the most plausible pretext 
imaginable for tormenting and harassing ; and a zeal 
for religion affords the most decent excuse for every 
peevish inroad upon the cheerfulness of society. 
" Que ferons nous de nos domestiques ce carime ?" 
said a French female pietist to her friend ; and the 
answer of the friend was, « nous les ferons jeunerP 

Too much of this ill-humored spirit, it is to be 
feared, lurks at the bottom, not only of the domestic 
dulness of the over-righteous, but of our more public 
invasions of the Sunday hilarity of the lower orders. 
If we are indeed, as we pretend, the most religious 
people of Europe, it will be well if our piety be not 
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found a consequence of our being, at the same time, 
the most ill-humored. Certain it is, that whether we 
look into the parlor, the nursery, or the servants' 
hall — whether we examine the dinner party, or the 
domestic circle — whether we follow the people into 
their interior, or accompany them to their public 
amusements, there is in England infinitely less cheer- 
fulness, good-humor, and ease, in our social inter- 
course, than are displayed in that of any other branch 
of the European family. 
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LIBERALITY. 

" Ces services que nous leurs rendons sent, a proprement parler, un 
bien que nous faisons a nous memes par avance. 

La Rochefoucauld, 

The selfish origin of our most generous affections 
is a proposition, which, however revolting to human 
vanity, has found its way into favor. Twist and 
turn the matter as we may, " to this conclusion must 
we come at last," that the benevolent man and the 
self-centred knave, both alike, do that which (every 
thing considered) they like best ; and in so doing, only 
follow their own dispositions, and gratify themselves. 

If there be any one who imagines that humanity 
gains by the atttempt to add a cubit to this their nioral 
stature, they are welcome to the error; and may 
bring their metaphysics to bear upon the point, in any 
way that gives them the most satisfaction. Their 
illusion, if it be one, is an amiable illusion ; and, to 
say the worst of it, it can do no harm. But, whatever 
such persons may think of generosity in the abstract, 
and of the motives which govern the species at large, 
the hardiest advocate for the divinity of human na- 
ture among them must admit that all is not gold that 
glitters, and that a great deal of the liberality which 
passes muster in the world is, at bottom, no better than 
it should be. 
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We English, in particular, set up large claims to 
this virtue, both in matters of opinion and of money : 
but, if the truth may be spoken without offence, no 
smalj part of it is pretty much of the same quality, as 
that of the French bishop, of whom it was said that 
" il donnera plutdt U7i icu a une garce, qtCun denier 
d un pauvreJ^ In this our shopkeeping habits com- 
bine with a gentle leaning to hypocrisy ; producing 
that curious moral entity, proverbially called " a ge- 
nerous church-warden," who keeps the silver and 
gold collected at the church door for himself, and 
gives the half-pence to the poor. 

Of these. Heaven knows we have too many, in all 
ranks and conditions of society. Not exactly that 
they transfer the gold and silver dire6tly from the 
plate to their breeches-pocket, so as to subject them- 
selves to the animadversion of my lords, the judges ; 
but they do not the less cause those metals to find 
their way to the same destination, by certain round- 
about by-paths, which, however devious their mean- 
ders, all arrive at the same identical duplicature of 
the nether integuments. With a somewhat similar 
spirit, is distributed what is called justice ; the law 
being nominally open to all, though in reality it is 
sold in the very teeth of the *< nulli vendemus^^ clause 
of the great charter, and sold, too, at a higher rate, 
than it may be purchased from the most rascally ba- 
shaw in Turkey. Any man, it is true, may sue in 
f&rmd pauperisj if it be possible that he who is so 
destitute as to come within the terms of the court's 
generosity, could possess a right of any sort to de- 
fend : and there are plenty of briefless barristers who 
will liberally plead for the pauper client, in order to 
show their zeal and capacity for business to the at- 
torneys. So, also, physicians and surgeons are eager 
candidates to do the very laborious duties of a ^reat 
hospital gratuitously, in order to make a connexion ; 
and rising young apatliecaries open domestic dispen- 
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saries, to " try their 'prentice hand'' on the poor, and 
to get in with parish officers and good ladies, who 
sometimes take physic themselves. Truly, these are 
liberal professions ! 

Such persons, indeed, are by no means to blame in 
this matter ; nor do they often fail in exercising their 
functions with as much industry and humanity as is 
necessary to the establishment of a professional repu- 
tation. The national charity forces this duty on the 
profession, and its members must submit (however 
hard and unjust) to the necessity imposed upon them : 
but the liberality, " de part et (Tautre,^^ does not the 
less enter into the general catalogue of fudges and 
humbugs. 

The clergy, for their part, (all due allowance being 
made for honorable exceptions) are not behindhand 
with their lay brethren in this species of generosity. 
They support all the charitable institutions that are 
patronized by their bishop, or recommended by the 
fashion of the day ; and, their predecessors having 
appropriated to themselves and to their successors for- 
ever, that portion of the ecclesiastical revenue which 
was originally destined to relieve the distresses of 
their parishioners, they are, doubtless, as a body suffi- 
ciently liberal with their " farthings to the poor." 
They subscribe, also, largely to all institutions calcu- 
lated to uphold their political supremacy, and to make 
inroads on the Dissenters ; and to every public object 
by which they can prove their " right thinkingness," 
and their fitness for promotion. 

The members of Parliament are, in their way, also, 
a most liberal body ; and on the eve of an election, 
subscribe handsomely to all the charities of the place 
they would represent. The sums of money they give 
to poor voters often almost ruin them ; and so truly 
charitable are they in these donations, that they take 
the utmost care that their left hand should not know 
what their right doeth ; for nothing would so much 
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mortify them, as to have their liberality talked of in 
an election committee. 

But to leave these somewhat invidious class-doings, 
and to come to something more sweeping and con- 
clusive, the English are the only people on the face 
of the earth who publish their alms-giving in the 
newspapers, and advertise to all whom it may or may 
not concern, the pounds sterling bestowed upon dis- 
tressed widows, or the victims of calamitous fires ; 
just as if the founder of their religion had never 
directly forbidden such childish ostentation ! 

Next to the pleasure of seeing one's name in the 
diurnal rubrics of opulence and piety, there is no 
self-seeking motive that stimulates liberality more 
effectively than sheer gluttony. Whenever it suits 
a man's account to get up some new public charity, 
to manufacture some untried eleemosynary specula- 
tion, he has nothing better to do than to bait his trap 
with a dinner at the Freemasons', or the Crown and 
Anchor. The good Samaritans will be sure to flock 
in crowds, to pour oil and wine into — their own 
stomachs ; and if, when " hot with the Tuscan grape," 
they bleed freely, their maudlin good-nature passes 
current for a charitable disposition ; and they take 
free credit with Heaven for a pecuniary advance, the 
real motive of which is far less a sympathy with their 
fellow-creatures, than an affection for calipash and 
cold punch. 

This trap, however, is so far defective, that it em- 
braces only one half of the creation. The fair sex 
are excluded from public dinners ; and to draw in 
the ladies, it is necessary to have recourse to charity 
balls, benefit plays, and concerts. It is inconceivable 
how much is expended in this mock-species of liber- 
ality, by which charity is served only in the smallest 
proportions. Fairly stated, the account would stand 
very nearly in this way : 
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To a new dregs for attending the charity 
To hailed reasing, ribbon, gloves, &c. 
To musicians lights, refreshments, &c. &c. <&c. 
To actual charity, (Uie ticket being £ 1 it.) 



£ «. 


d. 


10 10 





1 10 





10 


6 


10 


6 



£13 1 



"Oh! monstrous! but one halfpenny worth of 
bread to all this intolerable deal of sack." It is not 
to be denied that this expenditure is what is called 
" good for trade," (that is, it forces many to make 
large expenditures, which they cannot afford, and, 
therefore, to go in debt ;) that it circulates a great deal 
of money, and sometimes cheats those into a little 
charity, who would not bestow a farthing on the poor 
for their own sake : but, then, let it not be placed to 
the score of national liberality, and blazoned' in the 
eyes of Europe, as a proof of the superior benevolence 
of the people. 

But false and fictitious as such pretensions to charity 
may be, they are milk and honey, when compared 
with another species of liberality, exclusively English, 
in which proselytism "gives ere charity begms." 
These only set forth acts as virtues, which are purely 
indifferent ; but sectarian liberality is a wolf in sheep's 
clothing, concealing, under the garb of benevolence, 
as much rancor and selfishness, as can well enter 
into the heart of man. This malady in the moral 
constitution shows itself in the distribution of shillings 
and sermons, of trowsers and tracts, of flannel and 
foolishness. In Ireland it extends its generosity to 
educating^ that is, frightening out of their religion the 
Catholic poor vi et armis, in separating parent and 
child, and in calumniating everyscheme of instruction 
which respects liberty of conscience. 

In England such conduct is but folly — in Ireland it 
arrives at the dignity of crime ; for its aim is nothing 
less than universal supremacy. Proselytingr liberality 
is marked by all the patelmage and prying curiosity 
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of Jesuitism^ by the Jesuit's love of domination, and 
by his wriggling, insinuating modes of influence and 
persuasion. Under the notion of a regard for the 
spiritual welfare of the village, the Lady Bountifuls of 
this class become mistresses of all its secrets, and hold 
the strings of all its little intrigues. They thus gratify 
at the same time their love of scandal, and their lust 
of power. They contrive to occupy a burthensome 
leisure, to banish the ennui of their splendid idleness ; 
and they secure for themselves an imaginary place in 
Paradise, all for a few pounds sterling per annum. 
Leigh Hunt has somewhere called this procedure by 
the very appropriate appellation of other- worldliness, 
considering it as nothing better than what the doctors 
would call misplaced avarice, as a result of the same 
sordid selfishness which delights in a miserly accu- 
mulation of sublunary wealth. 

Cobbett, too, has touched the point, in some one of 
his multitudinous writings, with his usual coarse 
acuteness. " When persoos," he says, " are glutted 
with riches, when they are surfeited of all earthly pur- 
suits, they are very apt to begin to think of the next 
world ; and the moment they begin to think of that, 
they begin to look over the account they shall have 
to present. Hence the far greater number of what 
are called * charities.' " 

Combining a donation for God's sake with the con- 
version of a stray sheep, is clearly killing two birds 
with one stone, and is a more economical investment 
on post-obit security, than that which looks only to 
the- temporal wants of a fellow-creature. 

Where religious charity ends, political charity be- 
gins ; which is a bird pretty much of the same 
leather. In its worst form, political charity goes di- 
rectly to subdue the lower orders, and to keep them 
iii chains : at best, it is but the movement of minds 
ashamed of the evils of bad government, but without 
the honesty or the energy requisite for rectifying the 

VOL. I. 17 
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abuses ont of which bad ^rertimeiit arises. T^ 
legislate wisely and largely is troublesomey and it le* 
quires knowledge as well as rirtne ; but nothing 19 
more amusing, easy, and flattering to self-love, than 
a round of impertinent interference with the domestic 
concerns of the lower orders, made in the awkward 
attempt to find pailiatires for misrule, and to conciliate 
oppression and injustice with a wholesome condition 
of the society in which they flourish* 

The true spirit of this pettifo^ng and soup-shop 
liberality is evinced in the best eleemosynary articles 
which pass by the name of education. Small, indeed, 
are the gratuitous attempts to make the poor really 
wiser or better, to uphold that independence of spirit 
which is the root of" all moral excellence, or even to 
facilitate the application of industry to the greatest 
supply of the animal and social wants. The educa-^ 
tion which directs the poor along the state highway to 
heaven, and makes them prostrate before their supe-* 
riors, is bestowed in abundance; but that which 
would ameliorate their condition in this world is not 
only withheld, but is denounced as dangerous and 
treasonable. The education given about the time of 
the Reformation, (if we may judge by its conse- 
quences,) was infinitely more honest. 

Amidst all the boasted liberality of the rich, and 
all their affected zeal for their dependents, they prac- 
tise every art, legislative and administrative, to keep 
wages low, that is, to render the poor ignorant and 
wretched. " If," says Place,* <* the rich will not sub- 
mit to the slightest inconvenience necessarily attend- 
ant on what they profess to desire, they cannot be in 
earnest in their professions. Their benevolence to 
the poor must be either childish play or hypocrisy ; 
It must either be to amuse themselves, or to pacify 
the minds of the common people with a mere show 

* 0» PepulatioOf 
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of attention to their wants. To wish to better the 
condition of the poor, by enabling them to command 
a greater quantity of the necessaries and comforts of 
life, and then to complain of high wages, is the act 
of a silly boy, who gives his cake, and then cries 
for it." 

True liberality, the only liberality worthy of the 
name, is that which is founded in justice. The rest 
is but the benevolence of the hard-hearted creditor, 
who, having shut up his debtor between four walla, 
generously bestows on him the bread and water which 
saves him from starvation. But an enlarged liberality, 
dictated by pure philanthropy, answers not the 
purpose of politicians. 

" Mere honest justice suits not with their zeal, 
A warmer glow the sons of Plutits feel ; 
So tame, so flat a virtue feeds not pride. 
Nor throws the ravished gate of heaven wide : 
And, what^s far worse, on earth it is no tool. 
It wins not place, distinction, wealth, nor rule. 
No ; placed in leading-strings, the poor must know 
Nor good nor ill, save as their teachers show. 
Who make a despotism of heav'n, to prove 
That tyrants are a sort of earthly Jove, 
And place a demon on th' eternal throne, 
To justify, by his defects, their own."* 

Nearly related to this religious and political libe- 
rality, and directed generally to the same ends, is the 
active, meddling, fussy, much-ado-about-nothingncss, 
which displays itself in the superintedence of bazaars, 
the manufacture of pasteboard and paper ornaments, 
the netting of purses, and the fabric of baby-linen, to 
be sold for the benefit of some pet schoolhouse, or 
some fashionable charity^. There is the same massacre 
of time, the same conceit, the same forcing into evi- 
dence in an interesting and becoming attitude, and 
the same interference with matters beyond the sphere, 
and above the comprehension of the actors. There 

* Unpabliihed F^ieiii. 
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is, moreover, a very pretty commodity of coqoetrjr 
liod flirtation, which, to ladies who have passed Lord 
Byron's ^^ certain time of hfe," is not without its in^ 
terest. 

If pity be akin to love, charity cannot be very dis- 
tantly related to it ; and, right or wrong, a woman is 
never so attractive as when her sympathies are 
warmly engaged, no matter for what. To those, even, 
with whom " Love's dream is o'er," there is no small 
triumph in a successful effort to wheedle large sums 
from the customer, and in making by force of smiles 
and insinuations, some simpleton pay a guinea for a 
gewgaw not worth a shilling. The bazaar ladies^ 
however high their birth and station, understand the 
tricks of trade as well as the professional higgler. 
God help any poor gentlefolks, whose evil destiny 
may lead them on a country visit to these rich inutility 
brokers ! It were cheaper to dine at the Clarendon, or 
to sup at Crockfoid's. 

Rich people have no notions of the value of money 
(especially ladies), nor can they enter into the wants 
of others, in which they do not themselves share. To 
say nothing of the bore of being hurried from the 
girls' school to the spinners and knitters, and from 
these to the lace-makers and the basket-weavers, you 
are compelled by common courtesy to buy stockings 
which you will never wear, to purchase baskets which 
you can never fill, and to give more for your lace 
than it would cost at Howell's and James's. 

The fees to servants are hard enough in all con- 
science upon the humble friends of great families ; 
but, when the mistress has her perquisites also, no 
limited purse can stand it. Dirty suspicions are hate- 
ful enough ; and an honest man always thinks worse 
of himself when they cross his imagination \ but it is 
difficult always-to help thinking that some^ at least, 
of these fancy dealers in charity count like the hack- 
ney-coachman, " one shilling for master, and two for 
myself." 
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In its direct influence on the poor, for whose pre- 
sumed benefit such speculations are undertaken, this 
is indeed no laughing matter. It is incontestable that 
numbers of helpless girls, whose industry was their 
only resource against want and infamy, are thrown 
out of employment by bazaars^ repositories, and ladies* 
committee-shops, stocked by the strenuous idleness of 
amateur semptresses, and embroiderers for the love of 
God. Many also are the tradesmen, who, having 
paid heavy rents and taxes, on the faith of public en- 
couragement, find their counters deserted, in favor of 
the underselling charity shops, by the lovers of piety 
and great bargains, who flock in crowds to purchase 
for thQ conversion of Jews and Hindoos, or to speed 
the missionary " from Indus to the pole." 

The quantity of labor which the public can feed is 
a fixed datum, and not a farthing can be bestowed on 
the knicknacks of lady workmanship, without throw- 
ing .some out of employment ; but when the works 
ofiered for sale are objects of utility — shirts, caps, 
dressing-gowns, &c. — the collision with pauper in- 
dustry is still more direct and mischievous. This 
reflection may be below the consideration of those 
superlatively good people, who consider the poor less 
as objects of sympathy, than as the instruments for 
working out their own proper salvation ; but to such 
as can rcel for a fellow man, and who would scarcely 
purchase heaven itself at the price of human suffer- 
ing, the fact is important. 

That there is much genuine charity in England, it 
would be folly to deny, A population so abounding 
in wealth cannot but be more indifferent to small 
sums than communities, which are less at their ease. 
The middle classes (which in all countries are the 
most charitable, because they are placed sufficiently 
near to poverty to understand and feel for its dis- 
tresses, while they possess the pecuniary means of 
some indulgence pf benevolent feeling,) are moreover, 
17* 
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in England, a numerous and thriving portion of the 
population. Their virtue, besides, is fostered by the 
public spirit, which the popular forms of the British 
constitution necessarily develope; and the very fact of 
an inordinate pretence to eleemosynary munificence 
tends to increase the actual practice of an unselfish 
charity. 

But from this pure and unmixed benevolence, a 
very large discount must be taken ; for much credit 
should not be given for the easy virtue of parting 
with superfluous coin, when the act is not accom- 
panied by a corresponding liberality of opinion. As 
long as there is little that is generous and enlarged 
in the mind, pecuniary largess can be justly regarded 
but as a monkish virtue. When we find the same 
people, who rushed forward to subscribe three hundred 
thousand pounds for the relief of the starving Irish, 
perpetuating the causes of the distress which their 
charity alleviates, by upholding successive Irish ad- 
ministrations in every species of misrule and oppres- 
sion — admiration becomes converted almost into dis- 
gust, at the obvious inconsistency. 

One knows not also whether to smile or to weep 
over that animal instinct of compassion, which re- 
sponds to the spectacle of physical sufiering, while it 
coolly consigns a fellow-creature to eternal misery for 
a slight difference of creed ; and then strips him of 
his civil rights, on the strength of this inconsiderate 
condemnation.* 

There is likewise among the upper classes a Haughty 
insolence and contempt of the people, which detracts 
from the merit of their compassion, as being utterly 
inconsistent with a liberal mind, and as, in reality, 

* The passing of the Catholic Relief Bill might have become a means 
of abating this national bigotry, but bigotry has only shifted its ground. 
It is still found convenient to exploit the religious ill-temper of England, 
and to make the habits of superstitious fear, too deeply rooted in the na- 
tional character, the ready inatrumenli of political hmabu^. 
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producingan infinity of misery, for which their bounty 
(were they to give their whole estates to the poor) 
would be but a small compensation. There is little 
intrinsic difference between the Blunts, who "damn 
the poor," because " Heaven cannot love the wretch 
it starves," and the charitable great, who found ahns- 
houses, yet grind the laborer wholesale, by oppressive 
and monopolizing laws. 

" To be liberal in money," says an author of much 
originality, "deserves little praise, compared with 
liberality of sentiment; the one frequently arises from 
ostentation and vanity — the other can only be the re- 
sult of a cultivated mind and a generous heart : for 
it respects the feelings, prejudices, and sufferings of 
others ; it pays many debts, which are not strictly 
obligations of justice ; it supplies the defects of law ; 
and where all other motives cease to operate, liberality 
enjoins purity in our own conduct, and that candid 
interpretation in other men's, which, more than all 
our virtues, tends to sweeten and adorn society."* 

In this liberality the English nation as yet has 
made little progress ; the insular situation of the peo- 
ple, and their tradesman's habits, are both against it; 
but the greatest obstacle to the development of this 
virtue lies in the corrupt and exclusive character, 
which has grown upon their political institutions. 
From the combination of these causes, there is little 
expansive in the thoughts, feelings, or habits of the 
genuine John Bull. We are not only damnatory in 
our religion, but are continually splitting into catego- 
ries and predicaments, and shutting ourselves up in 
clubs and coteries^ on all manner of pretences. Bach 
of these loaks on the rest of the species as knaves or 
fools, if not as heretics and idolaters. The persecu- 



* " Materials for Thinking," by W. Burdon. Vol. i. The scope of 
this paper, it is hoped, will not be taken as a breach of such *' candid ia- 
terpretation." It attacks vices in categories^ not in persons. 



tions of fashion, if milder in degree, are not less 
narrow and bigoted than those of divinity ; and the 
Lady Patronesses of Almack's black-beaned the defi- 
cient in bon ton^ exactly on the same principle, on 
which orator Irving sent poets and reviewers to the 
regions of weeping and gnashing of teeth. 

In a similar spirit, corporations protect themselves 
and their apprentices from rivalry. The Clapham 
householders too, who keep their carriages, refuse to 
fraternize with those of their neighbors, who travel 
daily " from the Bank" in the stage-coach or the omni- 
bus. Mrs. Grundy, who inhabits a " s:ented apart- 
ment," maintains her superiority over Mrs. Soapsuds, 
who is so very " low," as to keep a shop. With equal 
liberality the officer of cavalry looks down on the 
captain of a marching regiment ; and he of the line 
pays off the account, by a corresponding disdain of 
the commander of militia-men. 

To the same narrow-mindedness belongs the rigo- 
rous exclusion of strangers from public libraries, or 
the inconvenient and jealous terms on which they are 
admitted. We trace it also in the fees exacted on the 
visitors of public buildings and collections, and it 
reigns paramount over the sporting grounds of coun- 
try squires. 

There is not the slightest grain of liberality in the 
insolence, coldness, and paltry suspicion, with which 
a true Bull treats all foreigners, but such as come over 
to sing for his amusement, or are marked with that 
seal of all merit, a feudal title. There is not a spark 
of true generosity in the base envy and remorseless 
sarcasm, with which too many Englishmen regard 
the rising prosperity of our brethren in the United 
States. 

These, and a thousand other similar traits of cha- 
racter, prove that the nation has many steps to make, 
before it escapes from barbarism. " To acquire sen- 
timents of liberality is not the work of a day nor a 
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month, but of years ; they are, generally, the fruit of 
early instruction ; for those opinions which we ac- 
quire in our youth, make the deepest impression, and 
are longest retained."* 

It may be doubted whether liberality is not, in some 
degree, even an affair of temperament, and whether 
there are not minds which no education could expand ; 
but the liberality of nations is certainly the slow 
growth of combined prosperity and education ; and, 
as it is the fruit, so it is the test of civilization. The 
multitudes of vulgar-minded Englishmen, who flock- 
ed to the Continent after the general peace, betrayed 
the secret of our weakness in this point to foreigners, 
and forfeited much of the high character which our 
public acts and commercial integrity had won for the 
nation. The imputed generosity of Englishmen, 
which caused their simplest gentlemen to be esteemed 
above the princes of other couutries, has been effaced 
from the imaginations of our neighbors, not more by 
the petty haggling and chicanery in the settling of 
tradesmen's bills, than by our illiberal and insulting 
views of the institutions and habits of the natives at 
large. The fear of being cheated, has made our tra- 
vellers little better than cheats themselves ; but the 
aristocratic morgue, the running after great men, and 
the Protestant bigotry of the majority of the " English 
abroad," have gone further still to abate that admira- 
tion, which the valor, resources and power of the na- 
tion had inspired, at the successful termination of a 
war unparalleled in history. 

Now all this, though strictly true, is not the less 
atheism, jacobinism, radicalism, and every other isnij 
rheumatism included ; yet it is not the &ult of the 
writer, more than it is of the actors of such things, 
that the English are a nation of shopkeepers ; or that 
aristocracy in the constitution, and ascendency in re- 

• Burdoii. 



202 LIBBBALITT. 

ligion, bequeathed to us by generations less enlight- 
ened than our own, have done our natural disposi- 
tions so much mischief. 

If these things are hinted to our beloved country- 
men, it is in the strictest confidence, and should go no 
further ; still less would we be willingly suspected of 
the slightest desire to reform. It is not asked, that 
Englishmen should practise all the virtues they pro- 
fess ; but it might be as well, if they rendered their 
little peccadilloes less salient, by abstainii^ &om such 
very barefaced boasting — and if, when they are dis- 
posed to amuse themselves by lauding the liberality 
of their own opinions, and the generosity of their own 
dealings, either at home or abroad, they confide these 
overflowings of the heart to the family circle, or to 
some confidant more discreet than the reeds of Midas'a 
barber. 
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MEMOIRS OP THE MACAW OP A 
LADY OF QUALITY. 

DICTATED BY HIMSELF, 
AND EDITED BY LADY MORGAN. 

One of the most striking ridicules of that " biped 
without feathers" — man — is the self-sufficiency with 
which he appropriates to himself the highest qualities 
of creation. He alone, in his own estimation, has in* 
tellectual powers; he alone is a thinking, talking, 
laughing, crying animal) and reasons, abstracts, and , 
is possessed of a soul for the sublime and beautiful ! 
After thirty years' intercourse with this conceited 
jackdaw of humanity, in both his extremes of civili* 
zation, I havenot been able to discover the slightest evi-' 
dence of this boasted superiority, I will not say, over the 
parrot, but over the lowest animal in the ranks of orni- 
thology. The other day, at one of my lady's blue parties^ 
I heard a profound physiologist confess that the whole 
is a mere question of structure, and that the only dif- 
ference between man and macaw lies in the bumps 
and depressions, and the poco meno and poco piu of 
the nervous system. <<They have both," he said, 
'< passions, perceptions, appetites, impulses ; and the 
vices and crimes of both are pretty much on a par.'f 
This was all very well ; but, notwithstanding such 
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resemblances, we natives of the tropics are still the 
master-work of nature; and it woold take some 
trouble to convince me that there is not more than a 
formal difference between a parrot, and the most 

E'ddy, inconsistent, and (by fits and starts) the most 
natic animal, in the whole organized creation. 

The parrot tribe, of which we macaws are the 
natural aristocracy, have, it must be acknowledged, 
some qualities, not of the most amiable kind, in which 
we approach towards hurasin nature. Like man, so- 
cial and gregarious, we are noisy, pert, and clamorous 
in society ; and every individual of the community 
wishes to be heard above all his fellows. We love and 
hate from selfishness or caprice ; and we are as jea- 
lous of the favors of our mistress, as an intriguing 
mamma is of the ball-room preferences of a titled 
dandy. Rapid in our perceptions, we are (like man) 
almost always false in our conclusions. We go on, 
mimicking in gesture, and reiterating in sound, all 
that we see and hear ; and we repeat the nonsense 
that has passed for truth on the foolish world for ages, 
with such an oracular air, that we might be mistaken 
for Solons and Bossuets, in half the private circles and 
public assemblies which occupy the attention of hu- 
man society, 

I remember, one evening, being in an excellent 
humor in my lady's conservatory, (behind the pink 
boudoir, so well known in the world of fashion,) and 
talking away in the most fluent and emphatic man- 
ner to an auditory of birds and butterflies, real and 
artificial, when some person iu the adjoining room 
exclaimed, "Is thatSir C. W. practisingfor the house?" 
" No, no," said another ; " it is the popular preacher 
rehearsing his next Sunday's discourse on the beau- 
ties of church establishments." The fact is, that I 
had picked up in my lady's salon so much of the jar- 
gon of bon ton sentiment, moral, religious, and politi- 
call that the mistake was not unnatural ; for my ordi- 
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nary discourse is very much made up of the most se* 
]ect and admired passages (which are repeated from 
mouth to mouth) from the maiden speeches, splendid 
replies, and able statements of both Houses of Legis- 
lature, intermingled with scraps of pulpit oratory, 
table-talk, and " leading articles" of the day, whidi 
form the current circulation of all fashionable assem- 
blies. 

But our resemblance to man does not stop here. 
Mischievous from vengeance, or from idleness, we 
commit every species of devastation ^ yet, like the fa- 
vorites of human society, we redeem all our vices by 
the amusement we afford, and the ennui we dissipate. 
Hating our own species for their success, and ambi- 
tious to climb or creep into favor with those who as- 
sume a mastery over us, we have all the pride and 
baseness of humanity, in its highest social perfection. 
In one particular, however, our superiority to man is 
decided. We are no hypocrites ; and we never stoop 
to lie. 

In our locomotive focuhies, also, our pre-eminence 
is incontestable ^ and to what purpose should a greater 
facility of motion be conferred on us, if our percep- 
tk)ns were not keener, our desires more varied, and 
our volitions more sublime and intense, than those of 
the living clod of the valley, who presumes to dispute 
with us in intelligence and thought ? But though we 
talk as well as the human species, we are held to talk 
^nly at random ! All our best hits must needs be no- 
thing better than lucky accidents ! Who told them 
this 1 Who could give them the slightest informa- 
tion of our moral organization ? Was it Doctor Ken- 
nedy, or Mr. Brook, who dissected my old friend, the 
fer-famed parrot of Colonel O'Kelly ? 

Those learned anatomists tell us that they found 
the muscles of his larynx (like those ofSignor Strilla- 
forte, who was cut up about the same time by Sir A. 
Carlisle,) to be enormously developed by practice. 
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But wherer are tbeir phrenological obserrations ? If 
does not foHow tbat there was a whit the less meaning' 
in the gorgheggiamenti of the 8ignor, or m the chat^ 
ter of poor Poll, than in any given oration, of a min^ 
ister of finance ; or that if certain human heads that 
I know were cultivated to the artificial exuberance of 
a cauliflower or a eabbaee, tliey would attain to a 
tithe of the meaning of the Colonel's intelligent 
protegi. Look into either House of Parliament, and 
turn into Gross's Menagerie ; listen to the noise and 
chatter about nothing of men and b>rds, and then de^ 
cide whether language was given exclusively to mar> 
to conceal his thoughts, or whether parrots are the 
only animals who especially employ thegift of speech 
to show up their incapacity. 

The other mornings, as I was pottering about, peck- 
ing the housemaid's lieels, and preventing the porter 
from reading his Morning Post in peace and quiet, 
that grave and reverend personage very unceremoni- 
ously drove me into the back hull, and shut the door 
vrpon me ; so I hopped up stairs to my lady^s dressing- 
room, and hammered with my bill, till 1 gained ad- 
mittance. Since my dear mistress has found her eyes 
fess useful and less dangerous, than when they soft- 
ened the iron visage of a certain great lexicographer, 
she generally employs her page to read to her in the 
early part of the day ; and whea I had^ on this occa- 
sion, taken my place on the back of the chair, and 
commenced one of my noisy accompaniments to the 
boy's prelections, she bid me be quiet j for " Poll," said 
she, " we are reading about you." The page continu- 
ed to read aloud from the works of a naturalist, who* 
has described us tropicals in a style as brilliant as our 
own plumage. His notions, however, of our moralquali- 
ties and native customs are perfectly absurd. He de- 
nied us all talent, and attributed our pertinent answers, 
as usual, to chance. I could not help uttering one of 
my sharp loud laughs } which was at once placed to 
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the account of coincidence ; though it was as sincere 
«i^ sardonic, as ever a follower ofM^Culloch bestow- 
ed upon the economical declamations of Mr. Sadler. 
*^ So, Poll," said her ladyship, ^ that laugh is as much 
as to say you doa^t belie?* a word of it." ^* Don't be^ 
lieve a word of it," I repeated ; and the tittering page 
was sent to the housekeeper's room for a plate of mci' 
ringiies to reward the apropos. At that moment the 
door opened, and the groom of the chambers announr 

ced Lady , one who enjoyed the privilege of an 

eacly admittance to my lady's dressing-room. 

This lady and myself had made our debut in high 
life together many years back at the same assembly, 
and nearly with the same success, which placed us at 
first in the ranks of rivalry. But time, which softens 
all antipathies, and the similitude of our fates (for we 
had both somewhat survived our fashion) had finally 
reconciled us, and we were now on terms of great fa- 
miliarity and friendship. In my classifications of 
human varieties, I had long assigned her a place witk 
the Parus, Cceruleus, or blue titmouse. She resent 
bled, in many points, that dinnnutive but lively bird. 
The titmouse is remarkable for a superabundance of 
vitality, and a reckless courage disproportionate to its 
size and powers, which impels it to assault birds of 
far superior bulk and strength. It has also the faculty 
of picking holes in dense sculls, and of sucking out 
•the brains^ where there are any. It wages a sportive, 
but mischievous war with owls and buzzards ; and 
has a decided antipathy to caterpillars, which it hunts 
out of buds, blossoms, and the ears of corn; gaining 
only for its useful services the persecution of that hu- 
man vulture — man, who cannot distinguish betweea 
the destruction of the reptile, and a real injury to the 
fruit. I am always glad to see my little Lady Titmouse 

drop in, in B street, for her vivacity excites me ; 

and we chat and flutter about so like each other, that 
it is 9[uite wonderfuL 
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*^ Bam jour, grande prinees9e^ she said on enter- 
ing ; << I am glad to see yoor ladyship in sach spirits," 
for my mistress was still laoghiog at my last im- 
pfomptn, which she forthwith repeated to explain her 
hilarity. " So then. Poll, yon are in faFor once more,'^ 
was the reply. ** Oh ! she is most amnsiog," con- 
tanned my mistress, " and says and does things so like 
humanity, it is quite shocking.'' "^ What a libel on 
the poor bird V^ said Lady Titmouse. 

"You would have thought by her attention to 
Buffon, and the meaning of her laugh, that the animal 
understood every thing it beard. 

<' To be sure it did," said Lady Titmouse, hastily ; 
" why should it not ? It has ears, eyes, memory, asso- 
ciation, every thing that goes to make up mind — ^ 
" Hush," said the Countess, putting her hand on the 
speakei^s mouth ; " don't be profane child, it is quite 
mauvais tonJ^ " My Lady — hear me out. 1 am sure, 
if the macaw were to write her own story, she 
would — " '< Do you write it for her, then," interrupted 
the Peeress. " With all my heart," replied Titmouse ; 
"and if the bird will relate all it has seen and heard 
for the last twenty years, the memoir would be worth 
all the autobiographies that have been puffed into 
public notice by the egotism of authors, or the specu- 
lation of intriguing booksellers. 

At this observation my every feather stood an end; 
I shuddered and screamed. I had heard many foolish 
and many conceited persons say on my lady's blue and 
gray parties, (for she had parties of every color), that 
they hoped liady Titmouse would not "put them in her 
book ;" and though I did not exactly know what this 
meant, yet as it seemed (on their own evidence) to be 
a punishment reserved for the silly and the vain, I 
expressed my aversion to the process so clearly, that 
the little blue cap exclaimed, " But you see the macaw 
declares off; yet we understand each other so well, 
and we have lived so miuch in the same set, that I 
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should like to write her life under her own dictation," 
My lady seemed much amused by the fancy } and 
they both said so many odd and amusing things on 
the subject, and ran over so many names and anec- 
dotes with which I was acquainted, that the idea of 
writing my own life grew upon me amazingly. 

Authorship is the most fashionable passe par tout 
to notoriety ; and, to say the truth, I had long been 
jealous of certain honorable and right honorable per- 
sonages, whose conversational powers were far below 
my own ; but who, by putting the shreds and patches, 
which their parroty memory supplies, into black and 
white, had rather cut me out with the dispensers of 
ton. So watching my own opportunity to insure co- 
operation and secrecy from my co-biographer, I opened 
my proposition. We were soon agreed ; and perched 
together one summer's morning, when the weather 
was wet aud the town empty, we proceeded to busi- 
ness. I narrated in my own way, and she translated 
and prepared for press in her's. For the style, there- 
fore, I beg not to be answerable ^ but for the events and 
their circumstances I stand or fall by their truth, and, 
by the honor of a macaw, I have neither suppressed 
nor altered a tittle of it. 

I am a native of one of the most splendid regions 
of the earth, where Nature dispenses all her bounties 
with a liberal hand ; and where man and bird are re- 
leased from half the penalties to which, in other climes, 
their flesh is heir, I was born in one of those, superb 
forests of fruit and flowers, so peculiar to the BrazilS| 
which stood at no great distance from an Indian vil- 
lage, and was not far removed from an European set- 
tlement. This forest was impervious to human foot- 
steps. A nation of apes occupied the interior, and 
the dynasty of the Psittacus Severus, or Brazilian 
queen macaw, inhabited the upper regions. Several 
subject states of green and yellow parrots constituted 
our colonial neighbors. My family held the highest 
18* 



310 M£MaiR9 OF THE StACAVT 

rank in the privileged classes of our oligarchy; for 
our i>ride would not admit of a king, and our selfish- 
ness (so I must call it) would allow of no rights. We 
talked nevertheless in our legislative assemblies of 
our happy constitution, which by tacit agreement we 
understood to mean " happy for ourselves ;" but the 
green and yellow parrots too plainly showed a strong 
disposition to put another interpretation on the phrase- 
ology. My paternal nest was situated in the hollow 
of one of the most ancient and lofty trees in the 
forest. It had once been rich in fruit and fiowery, 
gums and odors, and all in the same season ; and 
though it was now scathed at the top, hollow in the 
trunk, and was threatened with total ruin from the 
first hurricane, we still preferred it, because it was the 
oldest. I owed all my early impressions, and much 
of my acquired superiority, to my great grandfather, 
who lived to an extreme old age, and attained a cele- 
brity, of which we were ourselves at that time una- 
ware. He was the identical bird which was brought 
from Marignan to Prince Maurice, Governor of the 
Brazils, and whose pertinent answers to many silly 
questions are recorded in the pages of the greatest of 
English philosophers. 

My great-grandfather was soon disgusted with the 
folly and cruelty of what is called civilized life ; and 
having seen an Indian roasted alive for a false re- 
ligion's sake, he thought that some day they might 
take it into their heads to do as much by a macaw, 
for the same reason : so he availed himself of an early 
opportunity of retiring without leave from the service, 
and returned to his native forest, where his genius 
and learning at once raised him to the highest honors 
of the Psittacan aristocracy. Influenced by his ex- 
ample, I early felt the desire of visiting foreign coun- 
tries. My mother too (who though fond and indul- 
gent, like all the mothers of our race, was as vain and 
foolish as any thcit I havQ since met with in humaa 
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society,) worked powerfully on my ambition, by her 
constant endeavors to " push me up the tree," as she 
called it, in her way. I was already a first-rate orator, 
and a member of the ^reat congress of macaws, while 
in our social re-unions I left all the young birds of 
fashion far behind me ; and as I not only articulated 
some human sounds, picked up from the Indians, but 
could speak a few words of Portuguese and Dutch, 
learned by rote from my great-grandfather, I was con- 
sidered a genius of high order. 

With the conceit, therefore, of all my noble family, 
I was prompted to go forth and visit other and better 
worlds, and to seek a sphere better adapted to the 
display of my presumed abilities, than that afibrded 
by our domestic senate and homespun society. On 
one of those celestial nights, known only in the tro- 
pical regions, I set forth on my travels, directing my 
course to the Portuguese settlement, which the youth- 
ful vigor of my wing enabled me to reach by the 
break of morning. 

Having refreshed myself with a breakfast of fruit, 
after the exhaustion of my nocturnal flight, 1 ascend- 
ed a spacious palm-tree, which afforded an admirable 
view of the adjacent country, and a desirable shelter 
from the ardors of the rising sun. My first impulse 
was to take a bird's-eye view of the novel scene which 
lay before me, and I gazed around for some minutes 
with intense delight ; but fatigue gradually obtained 
the mttstery over curiosity, and, putting my head un- 
consciously beneath my wing, I fell into a profound 
sleep. 

How long this continued I know not ; but I was 
suddenly awakened by a strange muttering of un- 
known voices. I looked, and beheld two creatures, 
whose appearance greatly surprised me. They had 
nothing of the noble form and aspect of ofir Indian 
neighbors. One of them considerably resembled .the 
preacher-monkey in countenanoe and deportment : 
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his head was denuded of hair, and his person was 
covered by n black substance, which left no limb visi- 
ble except his ankles and feet, which were very much 
like those of an ape. The other had all the air of a 
gigantic parrot — he had a hooked bill, a sharp look, 
a yellow head : and all the rest of his strange figure 
was party-colored — blue, green, red, and black. I 
classed him at once as a specimen of the Psittacus 
Ochropterus. 

The ape and the parrot seemed, like myself, to have 
taken shelter beneath the palm-tree, for the purposes 
of shade and repose. They had beside them a basket 
filled with dead game, fruit, and honey; and the par- 
rot had a long instrument near him on the ground, 
which I afterwards learned was a fowling-piece. 
They talked a strange jargon of different intonation, 
like that of the respective chatter of the green and 
the gray parrots. Both seemed to complain, and, by 
the expression of their ugly and roguish faces, to in- 
terrogate each other. 

As soon as they went away, I endeavored to mutter 
to myself the sounds they had uttered, but could re- 
tain only two phrases. The one had been spoken by 
the ape, and ran thus : " Shure it was for my sweet 
sowPs sake, jewel ;" the other was, " Eh, sirs, it was 
aw' for the love of the siller." I was extremely 
amused by my acquisition ; and, being convinced 
that I was now qualified to present myself at the set- 
tlement, was about to descend from my altitude, when 
the two strangers returned. They had come back 
for the gun, which they had left behind them. As 
they picked it up it went off, and I was startled into 
one of my loudest screams. 

The strangers looked at me with great delight, he 
whom I likened to the parrot exclaimmg, "WeeT, mon, 
what brought you here ?" I answered in his own 
words, for want of better, " Eh, sirs, it was aw' for the 
love of the siller," He dropped his piece, and fled in 
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consternation, calling: lustily, <<ll's auld clooty him- 
sen, mon — it's auld Horny, I tell ye ; come awa, come 
awa/' 

His friend, who seemed more acquainted with our 
species, encouraged him to return, and offering me 
some fruit from his basket, said, " Why, Poll, you 
cratur, what brought you so far from home ?" I en- 
deavored to imitate his peculiar tone, and replied, 
** Why thin it was for my sweet sowl's sake, jewel." 
" Why then," said my interlocutor coolly (for I never 
forgot his words,) "that bird bates cock-fighting." 
They now both endeavored to catch me : it was all I 
wanted, and I perched on the preaching-monkey's 
wrist, whilst he took up the basket in his left hand, 
and in this easy and commodious style of travelling, 
we proceeded. 

On approaching the settlement, a fierce dispute 
arose between the friends, of which, by each tearing 
me from the other, I was evidently the object ; and I 
am quite sure that I should have been torn to pieces 
between them, but for the timely approach of a per- 
son, who issued from a lofty and handsome edifice on 
the road side, attended by a train of preacher-mon- 
keys, of which he was the chief. He was quite a supe- 
rior-looking being to either of my first acquaintance, 
who cowered and shrunk beneath his eagle look. 
They seemed humbly to lay their case before him ; 
when, after looking contemptuously on both, he took 
me to himself, caressed me, and giving me to an at- 
tendant, said, "This bird l)elongs to neither — it is the 
property of mother church :" and the property of 
mother church I remained for some years. 

Of my two friends of the palm-tree, one, the 
preacher-monkey, turned out to be a poor Irish lay 
brother of the convent of which my new master (an 
Irishman too) was the superior ; my yellow parrot 
was a Scotch adventurer, who came out to give lec- 
tures on poleetical ecanomy to the Brazilians ; and 
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who, finding that they had no taste for moral science, 
had bcGome a servant of all-work to the brotherhood. 
My dwelling was a missionary house of the Propa- 
ganda, established for the purpose of converting (t. e. 
burning) the poor Indians. The Superior, Father 
Flynn,had recently arrived from Lisbon with unlimited 
powers. He was clever, eloquent, witty, and humor- 
ous ; but, panting for a bishopric in his native coun* 
try, he was principally employed in theological wri- 
tings, which might bring him into notice, and hasten 
his recall to Europe. 

Next to the servants' hall of a great English family, 
the first place in the world for completing the educa- 
tion of a macaw of genius, is a convent. Its idleness 
and ennui render a monkey or a parrot a valuable re- 
source : and between what I picked up, and what I 
was taught by the monks of the Propaganda, my ac- 
quirements soon became stupendous. Always follow* 
ing my kind master from the refectory to the church, 
assisting at mess or at mass, being near him in the 
seclusion of the oratory, and in the festivities he fre- 
quently held with his more confidential friends, I had 
loaded my astonishing memory with scrapsof theology 
and fun. I could sing a French drinking song, taugnt 
me by the sub-prior, Frere Jacques, and intonate a 
'* Gloria in Excelsis," with a true nasal twang. I had 
actually learned the Creed in English ;* and could 
call all the brothers by their names. I had even 
learned the Savoyard's dance from ray friend Frere 
Jacques ; and sung " Gai Coco" at the same time, like 
Scaliger's parrot ; from whose history Frere Jacques 
took the idea of teaching me. I did this, it must be 
acknowledged, with great awkwardness, turning in 
my toes, and often tumbling backwards, in a clumsy 
and iudricous way. But this amused my religious 

* " Rhodoginus mentions a parrot which could recite correctly the wholQ 
of the Apo^ea* Creed."— ^wwa/ Biography, by the Rev* W, BingUy. 
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friends more than all the rest } for^ like the great, they 
loved a ridicule quite as well as a talent ; and, pro' 
vided they were amused, were not nice as to the means. 
My fame soon began to spread on all sides ; and the 
anecdotes told of the macaw of the Propaganda soon 
reached the circles of the Governor of the Brazils, who 
wrote to request the pleasure of my company for a 
few weeks at the palace. This was a compliment 
which he had never paid to the learned superior of 
the order; and ray master was evidently hurt. He 
declined, therefore, the invitation for me, on the plea 
that he would soon visit Rio Janeiro himself, when I 
should accompany him into the Yice-regal presence. 

This visit shortly took place, not for the object sup- 
posed by the community, (who parted with me, even 
for a short time, with great regret,) but for another 

purpose. The British Ambassador, Lord , who 

had recently arrived at Rio, was a countryman of 
Father Flynn's. He enjoyed eminent literary cele- 
brity, was a delightful poet, and well acquainted with 
the Portuguese language. The superior had no doubt 
that his own literary and theological merits were 
equally known to his Excellency, whom he visited 
with a view to negotiating a passage in the British 
man-of-war ; for he had l^en called on a secret mis- 
sion to Ireland, and wished to depart without notify- 
ing his intention to the subalterns of the Propaganda. 
I was not included in the muster roll of this expedi- 
tion ; but, anxious to lose no opportunity of seeing the 
world, and desirous of beholding the Governor, who 
had shown his taste and politeness, by inviting me to 
his court, I contrived to nestle myself in the carriage, 
without the superior's knowledge, and followed his 
steps to the very ante-room of the embassy. 

It was too late to send me back ; for I was instantly 
seized by a company of pretty young animals, the 
very reverse in appearance of the preacher-monkeys 
of the Propaganda ; they all seemed to find in me a 
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kindred soal : my master was adiered into the cabinet, 
and I was left with my new aoqnaintance, who weie 
called << attachiSj^ whom I at once classed with the 
secretary-birds ;^ while here and there, I thought, 
was min<{led amon^f them a specimen of the booby or 
Pelicanus Sula. Two of these mischicToas creatures 
seemed to delight in tormenting me, from mere idle- 
ness and ennui, which I bore for some time with great 
patience, as I saw the boobies pay them much respect. 
One was called Lord Charles, and the other the Hon. 
Hr. Henry. I learned these names with facility, and 
contrived to repeat them, as they had been taught me, 
by the frequent iteration of one of the boobies. 

Meantime, Father Plynu, with a Jesuit's adroitness, 
was endearoring to gain his object, as I afterwards 
learned ; but, on alluding to his works and celebrity, 
he discovered that the ambassador had never so much 
as heard of him; though he had heard wonders of 
his parrot, which he requested might be sent for. I 
was immediately ushered into the cabinet as the supe- 
rior went out, and I never saw my dear master more. 
Perhaps he could " bear no rival near the throne ;" 
perhaps, in his pre-occiipation, he forgot to reclaim 
me. Be that as it may, he sailed that night, in a 
Portuguese merchantman, for Lisbon ; and I became 
the property of the representative of his British 
Majesty. 

After the first few days of favoritism, I sensibly lost 
ground with his Excellency ; for he was too deeply 
occupied, and had too many resources of his own, to 
find his amusement in my society. During the few 
days I sat at his table, I entertained his diplomatic 
guests with cracking nuts, extracting the kernels, 
peeling oranges, talking broad Scotch and Parisian 
French, chanting the " Gloria," dancing " Oai Coco,'* 

• " The Dutch," says Le Vaillant, ♦* giro this bird die name of Secret 
tnry, on account of the bunch of quills behind iu head"— Binglejf^ 
Ammal Biography* 
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and, in fact, exhibiting all my accomplishments. I 
was, however, soon sent to the secretary's office to be 
taught a new jargon, and to be subjected to new tricks, 
from the underlings of the embassy. 

Here I picked up but little ; for there was but little 
to pick up. I learned, however, to call for " Red tape 
and sealing'Wax" — to cry "What a bore!" "Did 
you ever see such a quiz !" — ^to call " Lord Charles," 
^^r. Henry," and pronounce " good for nothing ;" a 
remark applied by the young men to the pens, which 
they flung away by hundreds, and which the servants 
picked up and sold, with the other perquisites of office, 
incidental to their calling. Whenever I applied these 
acquisitions with eflect, it was always attributed to 
chance ; but I was so tormented and persecuted by 
Lord Charles and Mr. Henry, who, being unpaid 
attaches, had nothing to do, and helped each other to 
do it, that I took every opportunity to annoy them. 
One day, when the ante-room w.is filled with young 
officers of the British frigate, one of the boobies, 
pointing to Lord Charles, called to me, " Poll, who is 
that?" I answered, "Red tape and sealing-wax;" 
and raised a general shout at the expense of the little 
diplomatic pedant. An Irish midshipman present, a 
Mr. O'Gallagher, pointing to Mr. Henry, asked me, 
" Who is that, Poll ?" " Good for nothing," I replied ; 
and Mr. Henry flew at me in a rage, swore I had been 
taught to insult him, and that he would ring my neck 
off. This he would have done, but for the protection 
of the chaplain, to whose breast I flew, and who 
carried me away to his own room. 

In a few days I was consigned to Mr. O'Gallagher, 
the midshipman, as a present to the chaplain's patro<^ 
ness, a lady of high rank and celebrated sanctity in 
Ireland, near to whose Propaganda the family of 
©'Gallagher resided. I was the bearer of a letter of 
introduction, in which my pious education and saintly 
acquirements were set forth, my knowledge of the 
VOL, i» 19 
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Creed exposed^ and in3rself recommended as a meaner 
of aiding her ladyship's proselyting vocation, as ani- 
mals of kss intelligence had done before. 1 embark- 
ed, therefore, on board the British frigate — an honor 
which had been refused my old master, and was 
treated with great care and attention during the voyr 
age. On arriving in a British port, my young pro- 
tector got leave of absence, and took a passage in a- 
vessel bound for Dublin. 

On the morning of our coming to anchor, my cage 
was put on shore on the quay, while O'Gallagher re- 
turned to look after his luggage. Thus left to my- 
self, I soon attracted the attention of a wretched,, 
squalid-lodcing animal, something between a scare- 
crow and a long-armed gibbon. His noelancholy 
visage dilated into a broad grin the moment he saw 
me ; and, coming up and making me a bow, he said, 
"Ah ! thin, Poll, agrah, you're welcome toould Ireland. 
Would you take a taste of potato, just to cure your 
say-sickness ?'^and he put a cold potato into my cage, 
which he had been gnawing with avidity himself. 
The potato was among the first articles of my food 
in my native paradise^ and the recollection of it awa- 
kened associations which softened me towards the 
poor, hospitable creature who presented it. Still I 
hesitated, till he said, " Take it, miss, and a thousand 
welcomes j take it, agrah, from poor Pat." I look it 
with infinite delight, and, holding it in my claws, 
and peeling it with my beak, began to mutter, "^Poor 
Pat I poor Pat I" « Oh musha, musha ! oh, by the 
powers !" he cried, " but that's a great bird, any how 
— just like a Christian — look here, boys." A crowd 
now gathered round ray cage, and several exclama- 
tions, which recalled my old friends of the Propa- 
ganda, caught my attention. " Oh ! queen of glory P 
cried one; "Holy Moses !" exclaimed another; "Bless- 
ed rosary !" said a third. I turned my head from side 
to side^ listening; and excited by the excitement I 
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caused, I recited several scraps of litanies in good 
liatinity. There was first an universal silence, then 
Tan universal shout, and a general cry of "A miracle! 
a miracle P " Go to Father Murphy, ** said one*, "Off 
with ye, ye sowl, to the Counsellor,'' said a second ; 
<* Bring the baccah to him," cried an old woman ; 
•^ Mrs. Caroy, where is your blind son ?" said a young 
one. Could faith have sufficed, I should indeed have 
worked miracles. 

In the midst of my triumphs, Mr. O'Gallagher re- 
turned, and carried me oflF, put me in a carriage, and 
drove away, followed by the shouting multitude. That 
night we put up at an hotel in Sackville-street, and 
the next morning the street re-ochoed with cries of 
^* Here is a full account of the miraculous parrot just 
arrived in the city of Dublin, with a list of his won- 
derful cures, for the small charge of one half-penny." 

Shortly after we set off by the Ballydangan heavy 
fly, for Sourcraut Hall. I was placed on the top of 
the coach, to the delight of the outside passengers ; 
where I soon made an acquaintance with the custo- 
mary oratory of guards and coachmen, which pro- 
duced much laughter. I rapidly added to my voca- 
bulary many curious phrases, among which the most 
distinct were, " Aisy now, aisy ;" " (Set along out of 
that ;" " All's right," &c. &c. <fcc. ; with nearly a verse 
of " The night before Larry was stretched," tune and 
all ; and the air of " Polly, put the kettle on," which 
the guard was practising on his bugle, to relieve the 
(tedium of the journey. 

Like all nervous animals, I am extremely suscep- 
tible to external impressions ; and the fresh air, move- 
ment, and company, had all their usual exhilarating 
effects on my spirits. Our lady of Sourcraut Hall, 

Lady C , received myself and my protector with 

a ceremonious and freezing politeness ; asked a few 
questions concerning my treatment, gentleness, and 
docility ; and, desiring my kind companion to put me 
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on the back of a chair, she bowed him out of the room. 
When be was gone^ the lady turned to a gloomy* 
looking man, who sat reading at a table, and who 
looked so like one of the Portuguese brothers of the 
Propaganda, that I took him for a frate—'^ What a 
poor tenighted creature that young man seems to be f* 
she said. The grave gentleman, who I afterwards 
found was known in the neighborhood by the tide 
of her ladyship's " moral agent,** replied, " What, 
madam, would you have of an O'Gallagher — a family 
of the blackest Papists in the county? My lady 
shook her head, and threw up her devout eyes. — 
Dinner was now announced, and the moral agent 
giving his hand to the lady, I was left to sleep away 
the fatigue of my journey. 

I awoke very Kungry, and consequently disposed to 
be very talkative, but was silenced by finding myself 
surrounded by a crowd of persons of both sexes who 
were eagerly gazing on me. A certain prcistrate look 
of sly, shy humility, lengthened their pale faces, to 
the exclusion of all intellectual expression. They 
formed a sort of religious meeting, called a tea*and- 
tract party ; but the open door discovered preparations 
for a more substantial conclusion to the obligate pray** 
ers and lecture of the evening. My new mistress was 
evidently descanting on my merits, and read that para« 
graph from the chaplain's letter which described my 
early associations, my knowledge of the Creed, and 
announced me as a source of edification to her se^ 
vants. 

Two or three words of this harangue operating on 
my memory, I put forth my profession of &tirh with a 
clearness of articulation and fidelity really wonderful 
for a bird. What exclamations ! what turning-up of 
eyes ! I was stifled wllh caresses, intoxicated with 
praises, and crammed with sweetmeats. The mora) 
agent grew pale with jealousy, when Doctor Direful 
was announced. He rushed Into the room like « 
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whirlwind, but stood aghast at beholding the dovout 
crowd that encircled me. Instead of the usual apo- 
thegms and serious discourse, he heard nothing but 
" Pretty poll," " Scratch a poll," "What a dear bird," 
&c. The malicious moral agent chuckled, and ex- 
plained that the bird had, for the moment, usurped the 
attention which should exclusively belong to his reve- 
rence, who had taken the pains to come so far to en- 
lighten the dark inmates of Sourcraut Hall. Doctor 
Direful stood rolling his fierce eye (he had but one) 
on the abashed assembly ; and, pushing me off my 
perch, drove me with his hankerchief into the dense 
crowd which filled the bottom of the room, and coiir 
sisted of all the servants of the house, with some re- 
cently converted Papists from among the Sourcraut 
tenantry. All drew back in horror, to let one so an- 
athematized pass without contact. I coiled myself up 
near a droll-looking little postillion, who, while turn- 
ing up the whites of his eyes, was coaxing me to him 
with a fragment of plum-cake, which he had stolen 
from the banquet-table. 

Dr. Direful returned to the centre of the room, and 
mounted a desk to commence his lecture. The audi- 
tory crowded and cowered timidly round him, while 
he, looking down on them with a wrathful and con- 
temptuous glance, was about to pour forth the pious 
venom which hung upon his lips, when a sharp cry 
0^" ^l along out of that j^^ struck him dumb. Inquiry 
was useless, for all were ready to swear they had not 
uttered a word. Dr. Direful called them " blasphe- 
mous liars," and proceeded one and all to empty the 
vials of his wrath through the words of a text of awful 
denunciation, which I dare not here repeat ; but his 
words were again arrested by the exclamation of "Aisy 
now, aisy — what a devil of a hurry you are in J" ut- 
tered in quick succession. He jumped down from his 
altitude ; and, in reply to his renewed inquiries, a se- 
rious coachman offered up to the vengeance of this 

19* 
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Moloch of methodism the mischievous postillion, xirho 
had that morDing detected the not always sober son of 
the whip in other devotions than those to which be 
professed exclusive addiction. When I saw the rage 
of all parties, I thought of the roasted Indians of the 
Brazils, and shuddered for the poor lad. 

After a short but inquisitorial examination, in which 
he in vain endeavored to throw the blame on me, he 
was stripped of his gaudy dress, and, in spite of his 
well-founded protestations of innocence, turned almost 
naked from the house. When peace was restored, a 
hymn was song as an exorcism of the evil spirit that 
had gotten among the assembly ; when, being deter- 
mined to exculpate the poor postillion, I joined with 
all my force in the chorus, with my Catholic " Gloria 
in excelsis^ which I abruptly changed into " Pollyv 
put the kettle on." 

Thus taken in the fact, I was, without ceremony, 
denounced as an emissary from Clongowes, brought 
to Sourcraut Hall by the Papist O'Gallagher, with 
a forged letter, to disturb the community. I was im- 
mediately cross-examined by a religious attorney, as 
if I had been a white-boy, or a ribbon-man. " Come 
forward," he said, " you bird of Satan ! — speak out, 
and answer for yourself, for ifls yourself can do it, 
you e^g of the devil ! What brought you here 7" I 
answered, " It was all for my sweet sowPs sake, 
jewel ;" — and the answer decided my fate, without 
more to do. And now, loaded with all the reproaches 
that the odium theologicum covXd suggest, I was 
cuffed, hunted, ^nd finally driven out of the gates 
by the serious coachman, and left to perish on the 
highway.' 

On recoverinff from my fright, I found myself at 
the edge of a dry ditch, where the poor shivering 
postillion sat lamenting his martyrdom. I went up 
to him, cowering and chattering ; and, at the sight of 
me, the tears dried on his dirty cheeks, his sobs 
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changed to a laugh of delight ; and when I hopped 
on his wristj and cried "Poor Pat," all his sufferings 
were forgotten. 

While thus occupied,a little carriage, drawn by a 
superb horse, with the reins ttirown loose on his beau- 
tiful neck, ascended the hill ; at the sight I screamed 
out, " Get along out of that !" which so frightened 
the high-blooded creature that he started, and flung 
the two persons in the carriage fairly into the middle 
of the road. One of them, in a military, dress, sprung' 
at once on his feet, and laying the whip across the 
naked shoulders of the postillion, exclaimed, " I'll 
teach you, you little villafn, to break people's necks.'* 
" Oh ! murthur ! murthur !" cried the poor boy, 
" shure, it was not me, plase your honor ; only the 
parrot. Captain." " What parrot, you lying rascal ?" 
" There, Captain, sir, look forenenst you." The Cap- 
tain did look up, and saw me perched on the branch 
of a scrubby hawthorn tree. Surprised and amused, 
he exclaimed, " By Jove ! how odd ! — What a mag- 
nificent bird ! — Why, Poll, what the deuce brought 
you here ?" " Eh, sirs," I replied at random, " it was 
aw' for the love of the siller." The Captain, and his 
little groom Midge, who had picked himself up on the 
other side of the cabriolet, shrieked with laughing. 
" I say, my boy," said the Captain, " is that macaw 
yours?" "It is," said the little liar. "Would you 
take a guinea for it?" asked the Captain. "Troth, 
would 1 ; two," said the postillion. " Done," said 
the Captain ; and pulling out his purse, and giving 
the two guineas, I suffered myself to be caught and 
placed in the cabriolet: the young officer sprang in 
after me, and, takina; the reins, pursued his journey. 

We slept that ntgnt at a miserable inn in a misera- 
ble town : the next morning we arrived at my old 
hotel in Sackville-street, and shortly after sailed for 
England. 

The Honorable George Fitzforward, my new mas- 
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ter, was a younger brother of small means and largo 
pretensions. - He bad been quartered at Kilmac-squ ^ 
ble with a detachment, where he had passed the winter 
in stiil-huntin|r, quelling ructions, shooting grouse 
and rebels, spitting over the bridge, and smoking 
cigars ; aud having obtained leave of absence, pour 
se dicrasserj was on his way to London for the ensu- 
ing season. We travelled in the cab by easy stages, 
and halted only at great houses on the road, begin- 
ning with Plas Newyd, and ending at Sion House. 

My master's rank, and my talents, were as good as 
board-wages to us ; and as the summer was not yet 
sufficiently advanced for th6 London winter, we found 
every body at home, and had an amazingly pleasant 
time. My master was enchanted with his acquisition. 
I made the frais of every society, and my repartees 
and bon-mots furnished the Lord Johns and Lady 
Louisas with subjects for whole reams of pink and 
blue note-paper. My master frequently said, "That 
bird is wonderful ! he is a great catch !" and my 
fame had spread over the whole west end of 4,he town 
a full week before onr arrival in London. 

The Honorable George Fitzforward and myself 
arrived, on a fine May evening, in a gloomy little 
street in the heart of London, and took possession of 
a very humble lodging. The want of comfort, clean- 
liness, and fresh air, was the more remarkable, from 
its contrast with the sumptuous rural palaces which 
we had lately visited. This was my master's habitual 
abode when in town ; here he slept, but he might be 
said to live in his cab ; and he left his address at the 
club. My delicate organs took offence at all that 
surrounded me, and, above all, at a fat, dirty Irish 
maid, whose odor and aspect were alike my antipathy. 
The first night, as she lighted us up to our room, I 
cried out contemptuously, " Get along out of that !" 
She turned on me with a look of astonishment and 
vindictiveness, which 1 shall never forget^ exclaimingi 
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" Get alopg out of that yourself, you dirty spalpeen ! 
it is* you, and the likes of you, that takes the bread out 
of honest people's mouths, you ftirreign bas.te, you !" 
To all this tirade I slowly rolled out from my xlo'sed 
beak a reiteration of the pfltensive " Get along out of 
that !'* She turned in concentrated rage to Midge, 
who stood laughing till his sides shook, and said, 
" Troth, ril lave my mark on your poll-parrot before 
he quits the place. Now, mind my words, Mr. Midge." 
Mr. Midge did mind them, and he was so persuaded 
of the sincerity of the threat, that he always locked 
me up on going out ; and as this was every day, and 
for the whole day, I became a state prisoner for the 
indiscretion of a single phrase, as many a too-demon- 
strativc genius has done before me. 

Silent, desolate, and neglected, left for days without 
food, except what I picked up at Midge's breakfast, 
for my master always breakfasted at his club, my na-^ 
tural cheerfulness faded into sullen glooiT), and all the 
miserable consequences of my foolish and ill-directed 
ambition came upon me, with vain regret and deep 
remorse. When I recalled the brilliant region I had 
abandoned, the magnificent forest- home 1 had left, the 
proud position I hdd among my own species, the joy- 
ous sensations that then thrilled through my whole 
being, resulting from the happy and natural state of 
things in which I was placed— and when I compared 
all this with the gloom, solitude, close atmosphere, and 
privation of light and liberty of my present condition, 
I was overwhelmed with misery and despair. This 
was, perhaps, the most painful period of my chequer- 
ed existence ; and it was forcibly recalled to my re- 
collection the other day, while hearing my lady's page 
read aloud the discovery of my native hemisphere, and 
the kidnapping of the noble and happy savages by 
that great man, who brought them in chains to Spain, 
because (says the author) he saw in them that which 
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would make them " worthy'members of the church, 
and loyal subjects of the king." 

I was struck with the parallel between their fate and 
my own. The mild and benevolent chiefs of the Ba- 
hamas must have felt, on their arrival at Madrid, 
something as I felt on my arrival at London ; but 
their misfortunes arose from their virtues. Never 
would they have been chained, and tortured, and oc- 
casionally roasted, had they not possessed those talents 
and qualities, which rendered them worthy of the no- 
tice of church and state. I indeed had no such utili- 
ties — I was neither loyal nor devout by nature. My 
little gleam of reason had only served to lead me 
astray ; and every acquirement I had made, every 
word I uttered, to my last attack upon Irish Molly, had 
been the source of my ill-luck, and the cause of my 
suffering. Had I not been more intelligent than my 
species, more prone to fun, and inclined to laugh ^t 
the follies of others, than to correct my own, I might 
have been the happiest of macaws. Owls, boobies, 
and buzzards — how I envied you your organic defi- 
ciencies ! To add to the misery of the epoch to which 
I now allude, the moulting season came on: I pihed 
and sickened, my crest fell, my feathers dropped, my 
sufferings were acute, beyond what the egotism of 
man, who thinks that none suffer but himself, could 
imagine. I was soon reduced to a skeleton, and look- 
ed like a scare-crow. All my intelligence fell into 
abeyance, my mind was gone, my speech was inar- 
ticulate, and my memory failed me.. The only phrdse 
I could remember, was one taught me by my great- 
grand-father in my infancy, " Povero papagay f and 
this I repeated in every tone of complaint and self- 
commiseration. 

My master came home so late at night, that he 
scarcely observed me ; and Midge, when he at last 
perceived the change in my appearance, accused Irish 
Molly of poisoning me ; but I proved the falseness of 
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the chars^e by my convalescence. Youth and strength 
triumphed, and I was beginning to recover my spirits 
and speech, when, one evening, my master returned 
home earlier than usual, and so changed in appear- 
ance, as to strike even me ; I thought that he too was 
moulting. Midge had not yet come m, and Irish Molly 
had lighted the Honorable George to his room with a 
dirty tallow candle, which she. placed on the table 
before him. He sat pale and shivering, and endea- 
voring to stir up the dead embers on the hearth, but 
they were extinct. Here was another aristocratic 
scion no better off than myself. 

It is allowed even by the enemies of our race, the 
heaven-born haters of macaws and parrots, that we 
are extremely susceptible of kindness and unkindness, 
that we love and hate intensely, and that we are ca- 
pable of the most devoted attachment to our masters, 
as long as they show us any signs of friendship ; but 
that, when deprived of their attention and caresses, we 
become sensible of their neglect, irritable, ill-humored, 
and vindictive, if provoked by their capricious notice, 
or idle tricks. This was my present position with my 
master. As he could not bring me to his club, and 
was always afraid of having his shabby home dis- 
covered, he had no longer the same occasion for my 
amusing qualities ; and, having once bitten his finger 
in jealous irritability, when he began to teaze mo, 
after a week's neglect, I fell into utter disgrace; or 
rather, no longer wanted, I was no longer remembered. 

His suffering appearance, and desolate situation, 
however, as he sat sighing and moaning, and putting 
his hand to his forehead, awoke all my former sym- 
pathies. I descended from my perch, gradually ap- 
proached him, and cowering and creeping round him, 
endeavored to offer consolation through every pa- 
thetic tone and phrase I knew, uttering alternately, 
« Povero papagay," " Poor Poll," " Poor Pat." My 
master smiled, patted my head, and said with bitter- 
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ness, "Add poor yoanger brother, Poll." "Poor 
younger brother,'' I replied, flatteriog my wings, and 
perching on his arm. My master laid me gently on 
the table, and, covering his face with his hands, wept 
bitterly. 

The entrance of Midge roused him — ^he hurried 
into the slovenly little boi-chamber at the back of his 
drawing-room, shut the door, and appeared no more 
that night. The next day all was bustle in the little 
drawing-room. My master kept his bed ; I heard his 
moans ; Midge, the landlady, and Irish Molly, held a 
conference ; and shortly'afterwards arrived an animal, 
which, to my fancy, had a close affinity with the jack* 
daw. He was all black and white, with an erect 
head, and a jerking gait, a pert solemnity of look, and 
a crafty dulness of aspect, which perfectly imperson- 
ated that ill-omened bird, which had always been my 
favorite aversion. I was shocked at the appearancua 
of this creature, I remembered that the occurrence 
of a jackdaw was considered at the Propaganda as the 
sign of approaching death, and that three of them 
portended a funeral. 

I trembled for my poor master, and took my station 
near the head of his bed, from which neither threats 
nor caresses could detach me. I soon gathered that 
he was not moulting, but sick of some disorder caught 
in the bogs of Ireland. I endeavored to make myself 
as amusing and consolatory as possible. I repeated 
all his complainings ; I chattered at the jackdaw, and 
frequently anticipated his wonted questions, to his 
great annoyance.* I was particularly pleased with a 
phrase which my master, in his impatience, had more 
than once applied to him, when ordered to swallow 

^ Willouj^hby tells us of a parrot which had grown old with its master, 
and thai*ed with him the infirmities of age. Being accustomed to bear 
nothing but the words '* I am sick," when a person asked it " How do yo« 
do, Poll 7'' it replied in a doleful cone> and stretching iuelf along, V I &>n\ 
•iok."— >4mNi«/ Biography 
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some horrible black stuff: ." I'll not touch a drop of 
it— he is an old quack, and a. regular humbug." £ 
repeated after him, "He is an old quack, and a regu- 
lar humbug." "So he is, Poll," said my master, 
laughing for the first time since his illness, from which 
he was now recovering, in spite of the jackdaw and 
the black draughts. 

When able to leave his bed, he carried me on his 
arm into the little drawing-room, placed me on the 
back of his chair, and I had the distinction of sharing 
his first chicken, and pecking at his grapes. My 
attentiian during his illness had quite replaced me in 
his affections, or at least among his resources. A few 
days afterwards, Midge was sent with a liote to the 
Horse-Guards, and rmmediately after his return, he 
was followed by one of the prettiest' young human 
animals I had ever seen. He was announced by the 
name of Mr. Alfred Mount Martre. His appearance 
quite dazzled me ! At first I took him for a iloble 
specimenof the scarlet jfla'mingo— the Same erect bear- 
ing, the same brilliant colors, the same gentle look in 
the eyes, yet warlike aspect. Of all' the ornithological 
world, I was best acquainted, after my own tribe, with 
the flamingo, with which we macaws thought we had 
something hi common. The flamingo is in its nature 
gentle and brave, and full of confidence and trust in 
the whole living creation, till civilized man teaches it 
better, and forces it to become .ferocious and wary in; 
its own defence. From the moment' these birds be- 
come acquainted with that great enemy of creation, 
whose vocation is to enslave or to destroy, the flamin- 
goes keep together in troops, place a sentinel to watch 
the approach of the foe, and send forth a note of 
danger, which is their natural war-trumpet. Social 
and gay when at peace, they are only pugnacious 
when aroused by danger or insult. When young they 
are easily caught, and carried away, upon slight 
temptation ; but they catch in their turn when more 

VOL. I. 20 
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experiencedfaodmany of the prettiest little bifds of 
the tropics become their victims. 

My heart warmed to this human flamingo, who 
stood armed cap-d-pied before my master. He said 
he was on guara at the palace, and had but a quarter 
of an hour to stay. In that quarter of an hour my 
master poured forth his confidence to hiov and gave 
a brief history of bis adventnreSf from his joining 
the regiment at Kill-mac-squabble, till his arrival m 
town. They had been schoolfellows at Harrow,, 
whence both of them had proceeded to finish their 
education in that " house of refuge for the destitute'' 
— the army ; the one in a regiment of the line, the 
other in the Life-Guards. Each had a huiklred aad 
fifty pounds a-year for his tn^nns plaisirs, and an oc- 
casional ten guineas from grand-mammas for clean 
gloves — a luxury not always within the reach ef 
younger brothers. These were their own wcwds, in 
the course of their mutual autobiographic confessions f 
aXid having once dropped in that great preserve — my 
memory — they were never forgotten. " Your grade 
as a Life-guardsman {^aces you beyond the reach of 
social degradation," continued my master j " and your 
sister, Lady Augusta, takes care of you with the ex- 
clusives. But, since my late arrival in London, I have 
never got further than a Dowager dinner in Portmaa 
Square, or a second-rate rout, made up of the sweep- 
ings of the porter's book. For it is one thing to be let 
in to the dull circles of country houses, on the strength 
of family connexions, and another to have the entre 
in that very refined society, from which ambitious 
fashion will even exclude a father that is a bore, or a 
mother that dresses ill. In short," he said, almost 
choking with emotion, " my position in London is too 
painful ; and, unless I can do something to extricate 
myself from obscurity, I shall not stay out my leave of 
absence, but return at once to still-hunting andtb^ 
typhus in Ireland, as a matter of preference," 
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" But cawnt you do something to announce your- 
self?" drawled out the flamingo — ^' cawnt you write* 
book, or something?" 

" Write a book! — I can scarcely read one — ^besides^ 
what could I write about P' 

" Oh ! I rather fancy that don't much signify. 
Lord Frederick says his publisher will bring out any 
thing by an Honorable i — he does not in the least 
care what trash it is ; it puffs and sells all the same." 

'< Still one must have that trash ; and, since I left 
Harrow, I have seen nothing in Ireland but bogs and 
beggars." 

" Well, but arn't that rastly funny ? The Irish, you 
know, are so droll and merry ?" 

^* Droll and merry 1 — poor wretches — about ait 
merry as the nightmare. Where I am quartered 
they are wandering about like spectres, and living 
ttpon roots and nettles, which they find in the 
ditches," 

" Indeed ! How very tiresome !" 

" Poor Pat ! 1 am quite sorry ..." 

^ Poor Pat f ' I re-echoed in my deepest tone of pa- 
thos, delighted to have an opportunity of making my- 
self known to the flamingo. 

" Poor Pat ! Why what the devil's that ?" said the 
flamingo, turning about in surprise. 

" Oh ! that's only the macaw." 

^ Only the macaw P' said the flamingo, rising and 
patting my head, which I bent forward to his delicate 
hand. " What a treasure ! What can he do ?'* 

" Do { not « great deal -, but he can say every 
thing; and i« much more amusing and intelligent 
than half the subalterns of oui^s, I can tell you. My 
poor macaw," he added, with a deep sigh, " was my 
only friend and comforter in my recent illness." 

" By Jove ! — ^and with such a bird as this, yoa 
want to be ticketed ! Why, Colonel O'Kelly, you 
Imow^ went upon the reputation of his parrot fox 
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twenty years ; and Mrs. Doldrum,. I heard my mo* 
ther say, would never have got on, but for her won* 
derful bullfinch, which went through the sword- 
exercise with a straw. Even last week all the world 

were making interest io get. into " house, where 

the learned pig was exhibited, and threw the 0[>era 

into neglect : and Lady ^s delightful soir^s 

awed every thing to Le Compters canaries." 

My niaster laughed. " Oh ! then, you think I may 

?it into fashion, under the patronage of my macai»v-'? 
hat did very well in the country ; but ia LondoOi 
Poll is of as little consequence as rayselfi'' 

« Why, you know, there are so many Fitzforwards 
of three generations, that you must have something 
to distinguish you, if you mean to get on, and the par- 
rot, properly brought out, will do as well as any thing. 
For instance, if I was to mention you, and was asked 
which of all the Fitzforwards you are, it would bo 
something to be enabled to say, ^ the macaw Fitsiibr-* 
ward,' just as one says, « Poodle Beryl,' * Parrot 
O'Kelly,' or ' Jerusalem Whaley.'" 

My master was silent for a moment, and then said, 
smilingly, << But who is to present Polly to this dis^ 
cerning world ! How is she to get into fashion her- 
self, in order to introduce her master?'' 

<< Leave that to me : I'll go this moment to my old 
ftiend, the Dowager Countess of — ^^ and puff Poll 
to the skies, as a lion of the first quality. You will 
get an invite to . her first pink parties ; and once 
booked there, your busiriess is done.^ 

My master laughed^ and turned the thing into a 
joke ; but it was evident that the proposition had 
made a due impression ; for, after the young guards^ 
man's departure, he actually put me throi^ii all my 
manoeuvres, aired my vocabulary, rehearsed mySa-* 
voyard danoe, exercised my slang, and added to my 
fashionable acquirements, by teaching me to go 
through the manuc^l of simoking. c^ ciga^:, which I hm 
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m my claw with the air of a Pacha. All this amused 
my poor master amazingiy, and procured me caresses 
and luxuries, to which I bad long been a stranger. 

The next day he even took me with him in his 
cab to the Park. As I sat smoking my cigar beside 
him, every eye followed us ^ and we soon became the 
sole objects of attraction, A hundred bright eyes 
shone on' us through their lorgnettes, and the flamingo 
riding up to u« said, "All the world are inquiring 

who you are : Lady J has just observed to De 

R that, since Lord Byron and his bear, there has 

been nothing seen so odd and original as that man 
and his macaw. I have promised to present you to 
her. The cigar was a great hit. Oh ! here comes 
my Dowager — I have done the needful for you there ; 
atid I see she has found you and Poll out already." 

A coronetted carriage drove up beside the cab, and 
a fair and fashionable-looking old lady, putting out 
her head with a nod and an air of familiar acquaint- 
ance, said, " How do you do, Mr. . How stupid ! 

I can't recollect your name ; but I knew one of your 
grandmother's well— the great beauty, not the stupid 
one. Dear, how like her you are — I mean the beauty. 
Young Mr. What's-your-name, come here — do now, 
and let your wretched horse alone. Can't you tell 
me your friend's name?** 

" Fitzforward, ma'am/' said the flamingo, laughing. 

"Ay, to be sure, I know all the Fitzforwards. My 
dear Mr. Fitzforward, you must come to my parties, 
and bring your macaw. Don't come to-morrow 
night ; that's my blue party : don't bring the parrot 
on a blue night. The blues hate parrots ; and they 
will think it an epigram, for a reason they have. 
Don't come till I send you a card. Never come with- 
out your macaw — do you mind. You have your 
grandmother's pretty eyes — Good bye — Home," 

The next morning my master received the pro- 
mised card. " The Dowager Countess at honoA 

20* 
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Wednesday evening. — ^To the Hon. G. Fitzforward 
and his macaw." My master read the invitation "with 
a bitter smile, and then, flinging it into the fire, rose, 
walked about the room in a great emotion, and 
pausing before my perch, said, " So, Donna Papag-ay, 
I am to be indebted to you for my place in fashion- 
able life. Four hundred years of nobility, and an 
alliance with half the British aristocracy, will not 
alone suffice to bring a man into notice, and efface 
the insignificance of younger brotherhood, without 
wealth, or without celebrity." I fluttered, and cow- 
ered, and muttered, " Poor younger brother !" « Poor 
younger brother, indeed !" said my master, shrugging 
his shoulders; "you certainly were a. great catch, 
Poll." **A sfreat catch, a great catch." I reiterated. 
" And I really do believe," he added, " have every re- 

Juisite to succeed. Vou can cant, and slang, sing, 
ance, chatter, and smoke a cigar. — Well, we shall 
see." He then gave me in charge to Midge, with a 
precaution unusual to hira. He desired him to sup- 
ply me with a warm bath, and went forth to breakfast 
with his friend at Knightsbridge Barracks. 

When the evening of our rf«6ti^ arrived, my master 
could not bring himself to accompany me to Lady 
— 's rout. He was well aware that he would not 
be welcome without me, and he had too much pride, if 
not too much feeling, to place himself on a level with 
d bird-fancier from Exeter Change, or to exhibit as a 
tiger in the train of a fashionable macaw. He resolved, 
therefore, at once to satisfy his own amour propre, 
and not offend the Countess by disappointing her of 
her lion, and accordingly to send me alone. ' 
• The idea amused him beyond measure, and my 
toilet was the occupation of the evening. I was 
painted under the eyes, and up to the eyes — a relief 
which gave them the brightness and the ferocity of a 
hawk's. A cigar-case was hung over my neck with 
a rose-colored ribbon ; and I was perfiimed with eau 
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de miUefleurSj and fed with quintessential coffee-]oi> 
zenges (of which I was extrenoely fond) as an addK 
tional exhilaration of my natural spirits and loquacity. 

Thus armed for conquest, I was given into the cus- 
tody of the delighted Midge, with due orders as to 
my style and title. We stepped into the cab, and in 
a few minutes found ourselves in the line of carriages 
leading to the Countess's assembly. 

It happened that the carriageimmediately preceding 
us was that of the Portuguese ambassador ; our an* 
nounce, therefore, was made in the sanie breath. " The 
Due d'Albuquerque and Donna Papagay" was echoed 
from the porter to the footmen in the hall, to the 
groom of the chambers on the stairs, and to the page 
and maitre d'hotel at the drawing-room door. I was 
banded up immediately after his excellency, from the 
arm of one servant to another, amidst the stifled titter of 
all. "Who is Donna Papagay?" asked the group 
nearest the door. ^< The Portuguese ambassadress," 
was The general answer ; when my appearance im- 
mediately behind the representative of majesty caused 
an unusual ebullition of mirth ; and his excellency 
remaining a ridicule ineffapable^ shrunk into a corner, 
while I was received with raptures by my noble hos- 
tess, and borne through the suite of rooms on the 
page's arm to the conservatory. 

I was followed by the whole assembly; and I have 
often heard my lady since say that, with the excep- 
tion of the first night of the young Roscius's appear- 
ance, such a sensation had never been created by any 
debut in the capital of the most thinking people of the 
world. It seemed that every thing had been prepared 
for ray reception, with the most appropriate scenic 
effect. The conservatory, the destined scene of my 
triumphs, was fitted up to the best of her ladyship^s 
conception as a Brazilian forest. Palm-trees cut in 
green tin, paper parrots perched on Indian roses, and 
a rock in the centre, with "an alligator stuffed^ bask- 
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ing at its foot, and n tall cacique (stnfied too) learjiog 
send men tally on the snrnmil— gave, or were intended 
to give, an imitation of those mighty regions whence 
it was announced I hud recently arrived. In short, 
it was a gallantry for iJie macaw. I was placed on a 
branch of an upas-treCj fresh from Forsters, the artU 
ficiai lioristj who had made it to order ; and the tree 
soon became a tree of knowled^^e to the whole assem- 
bly. The crowd, the cnish, the squeeze^ and pres- 
stirc were beyond description. I begati to think my- 
self the greatest creature in tfie world, and that man 
was made only to adore me : while the noise, tho lii^hts, 
the brilliant variety of objects^ operated power fnily on 
my n e r ves and senses. 

As JtJ moments of excitement I always have re- 
course to the last tricic that has been tangrht me, i drew 
forth a cigar and ])nt it in my bid. The uproar and 
shonts of jangfjter were now quite deafening. The 
whok scene pu! mc in mind of one of those frreat con- 
gresses of parrots, in which 1 had cntso brilhant a fissure 
at home. There was the same noise, the same chatter, 
the Sfime glittering pUimagn and flutter of niovement, 
that distinguishedour own assemblies. Marty even 
of the heads recalled in their facial line the conforma- 
tion of our tritic ; and, to complete tfie ilhisiou^ there 
was the same eternal rei tern t ion of the same saiinds. 

As soon as one pretty Poll had said, " Ciiarming !" 
'' Wonderful t" " Most curious 1" all the others repeat- 
ed the phrase a hundred times. From this I conclud- 
ed that their vocabulary was much more lirniied than 
my own; and, in my excited vanity, 1 dropped my 
ci^ar, ilnttered my wings, and burst forth into a long 
tirade of incolierent sentences, which sounded well, 
though it meant nothing ; but it evidently passed for 
superhuman wit and intellif:;ence. WheUj iiowevcfj 
I got through my rhetoric, and fell into mere slano^, 
the applause ofthe assembly was stupendous. "That's 
my hearty/' "Bang up," "All's right," " Aisy, aisy/' 
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"Get along out of that," with a certain jerk with my 
tongue, and the inaitation of the crack of a whip, pro- 
duced more effect, than the most brilliant witticism 
ever uttered by the first diner-out of his day. " Where 
is the Duke of Boxborough ?" said the Countess ; "he 
must hear this. He will be delighted ; this is quite in 
his way." "He is not here; he drives the heavy 
Birmingham to-night," said somebody. "No, ho 
doesn't," replied a voice from the crowd. 

The crowd injatanily gave way ; a look of deference 
was visible in every eye ; and a tall young person, 
with a crane neck and shambling gait, approached me. 
I saw at once that he was a bird of note. Several old 
cackling hens, each with a liVeiy young bird of para- 
dise under its wing, crowded round the phoenix of 
the evening. His unexpected appearance drew upon 
him all those bright glances which had hitherto been 
so exclusively addressed to myself. In a word, the 
crane carried it hollow, and it was evidently in his 
power to keep me in or put me out of fashion by a 
word. 

Like all shallow animals, I am extremely cunning 
in my own way. I at once, therefore, felt the necessity 
of toadying this ducal bird ; and, accordingly, de- 
scending from my upas, and crawling towards him, 
I placed myself familiarly on his arm. " Bravo, Poll F 
re-echoed on every side. " He certainly knows you, 
Duke," said a pretty creature, sideling up to him , "he 
has found you out as the most dislingu€ of his audi^ 
tors, and has taken possession of you with true savoir 
faireP " The deuce he has !" said the Duke, laughing 
and flattered ; " well, let us see : who am I, Poll T 
"A great catch, a great catch," was my immediate re- 
ply ; and before the sensation had subsided at the 
pertinence of an answer which covered the fair young 
flatterer with blushes, the good-humored Duke haa 
seized my friend the flamingo by the shouldei, and 
pushing him into the middle of the circle, asl^d me^ 
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" Well, Donna Paparay, and who is this — is he a great 
catch V Influenced by the association of idea awa- 
kened by the flamingo's presence, I repeated, in a 
plaintive tone, " Poor younger brother." 

It would be in vain to attempt giving any idea of nay 
success. Among the number of my admiring audi- 
ence, there was one, however, who witnessed my tri- 
umph with a look of suppressed rage that did not escape 
me. He had attracted my notice by a painful personal 
feeling not likely soon to be forgotten ; for in my pas- 
sage from the upas to the Duke's arm, he had put out 
his foot to crush me, and I was only saved from a 
horrible death by the usual subtlety of my movements : 
still, he had trod on one of the long feathers of my 
tail, and had hurt me severely. This creature struck 
mo as closely resembling the carrion-vulture in his 
appearance. I afterwards found that he had an in- 
stinctive antipathy to successful merit of all kindsj 
ond lived by hiring out his ^reat foot to all who stood 
in need of its crushing assistance. Like the whole 
tribe of vultures, he was exceedingly ill-looking; and 
I was quite surprised to find him in such good com- 
pany ; but I soon learned that he made himself useful 
everywhere, and that, like his congener the vulture, 
which feeds on reptiles, he was a toad-eater. He was 
called by some a reviewer, by others a newspaper 
editor; but the carrion-vulture seemed to me to be 
his most appropriate appellation. 

In the brilliant group by which I was surrounded, 
I thought I recoonised many others of the bird family. 
There were cock-sparrows and water-wagtails ia 
abundanee, several Solon geese, and not a few gulls. 
With the exception of the vulture, who evidently 
waited for another pounce, I was praised, caressed, 
and admired by all ; and when, at the Duke's request, 
I was, as he worded it, " trotted out" by my friend 
the flamingo — when I had danced my " Gai Coco," 
sung, chanted, and preached, my fashion was miracu* 
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lous, and I believe I may fairly say that no lion, hu« 
man or animal, ever obtained in so short a time the 
same vogue. 

At last the heat, excitement, and fatigue, became 
too powerful for my delicate frame ; my head drop* 
ped, my win^s flagged, and I fell lifeless. A great 
actress had fainted with less effect in the adjoining 
room, an hour before, (some said of jealousy at my 
drawing off the crowd from her altars.) The vulture 
made another attempt, but my noble hostess was too 
nimble for him ; she saved me in her arms, exclaim- 
ing, << I would not for the world have any thing hap* 
pen to this bird. Je perdrai en lux mon meilleur 
caiiseur*^ 

My poor master was now, for the first time, remem- 
bered and called for, but in vain. " He had not," 
said the groom of the chambers, ^< come at all *, but 
my carriage stopped the way, and my servant was in 
waiting." I was accordingly conveyed down on the 
Duke's arm, who took me from the Countess, and 
gave me to Midge. 

The air at once revived me ; and I was alive and 
merry on my perch the next morning, devouring the 
words of the young Mont Martre, who came to re- 
count to my master the particulars of my grand 
succis the night before — " when," he said, " Sheridan 
was witty, Siddons was sublime, and Moore delight- 
ful in vain !" I pitied these poor birds, whom, it ap- 
peared, I had thus prematurely put out of fashion ; 
but I was quite unconscious that my own anti-apo- 
theosis (as my little Lady Titmouse called it) was 
yet to come. 

The next day, my master received a very polite 
note of thanks from the Countess, with an invitation 
to dinner to meet a few rational people. " We will 
keep the macaw for the world," she said, << for whom 
it is quite good enough." My poor master was pleased 
at my not being included in this invitation, and X 
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have frequently heard liim say that this was the most 
agreeable dinner he had ever been present at ; for no 
one gave better dinners than the Countess, when she 
chose to assemble the agreeable and the interesting*. 

My master now became universally known as 
"Macaw Fitzforward," and was at once included 
among the exclusives ; not that he brought me with 
him always, for he did so very rarely, and only when 
there were a very select few indeed. It was a mark 
of supreme bon ton to be able to say in a note of in- 
vitation, " We shall be few and good ; you will meet 
Macaw Fitzforward and Donna Papagay." My mas- 
ter's principal label of notoriety was his manner of 
telling his first meeting with me in Ireland. He took 
off the Irish brogue with great effect, and imitated 
the little postillion so much to the life, that Lady 

J used to say "If you have not heard George 

Fitzforward tell his Irish story, you have heard no- 
thing." 

But a higher honor awaited my master and myself 
than any yet conferred on us. The highest person in 
the state expressed a desire to make our acquaintance; 
and we received a command to attend an aquatic party 
on Virginia Water. What passed on the occasion of 
this most distinguished visit my master and myself 
were bound never to reveal. The silence of the se- 
raglio, the mystery of the harem hung over the sub* 
lime retreat of the greatest of European potentates, 
whose existence alone was occasionally notified to his 
adoring and unenquiring subjects. 

My master returned to town in high spirits, with a 
splendid snuff-box, enriched by a ro'yal portrait, and 
I, with a medallion hung round my neck by a blue 
ribbon. The great personage, who thus decorated 
me, wore just such another ribbon, and seemed very 
proud of it. He was a grave and very gentle looking 
animal, and more resembled the horned owl than any 
other bird with which I was acquainted. Notwith- 
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Standing the secrecy of our movements, this flattering 
visit got into the papers, the greater number of which 
turned us info ridicule, while some of them asked, 

why were not Mr. , Mr. * * *, and Messrs. X Y Z, 

the most brilliant writers and the best company in his 
Majesty's dominions, admitted into the royal circle 1 
This, however, was pure envy, and disloyal invec- 
tive ; as another paper observed, "Is a king not to 
have the privilege of a private person, and to live with 
those who suit him best? If he prefer macaws and 
parrots to wits and philosophers, who are neither loyal 
nor religious, has he not a public duty to perform, 
and the public morals to protect ?" 

It was thus that our visit was defended by a jour- 
nal, which my master read aloud to his young friend ; 
and to ray surprise, I found that the vulture, who had 
endeavored to crush me at the Countess's assembly, 
on my first entr^ into high life, was the identical de- 
fender of royal favorites, macaws, parrots^ and horned 
owls. 

From this time forth I became a rage ; presents of 
great value were made me; my perch was a throne, 
and my cage a museum ; but, in the midst of these 
triumphs, and shortly after my master had obtained 
a renewed leave of absence, his regiment was ordered 
to Canada. A winter in Canada was a sentence of 
death to this young scion of a noble stock, in which 
a pulmonary complaint was hereditary^ I heard his 
young friend argue with him on the necessity of leav- 
ing his regiment. "What!" he replied, reddening, 
"the first time it is ordered upon distant service?" 
His Honor took the alarm, and nothing could induce 
him to try for an exchange. 

The day before his departure, his friend came to 
take leave of him ; my master was much depressed, 
and he vainly endeavored to struggle with his feel- 
ings. " Should I never see you again, my dear 
Mont Martre," he said, " keep this in memory of the 
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pleasant evenings we have smoked together," and he 
presented him with his meerschaum ; " but I have a 

Carting favor to ask of you" — (and he strove to check 
is tears as he added), " my poor, faithful, affectionate 
macaw !" He paused ; I came fluttering towards him, 
caressed his forehead, and muttered, ^ Poor younger 
brother." " No, Poll," he continued, " 1 will not risk 
ffour life, by transporting you to the icy regions of 
Canada— it would be a bad return for devotion like 
yours." " A great catch, a great catch !" I repeated, 
endeavoring to recommend myself. " Yes, but noC 
on board a transport-ship. Poll, nor amongst the snows 
of Canada. Take her away, Mont Martre, in your 
cab ; I will not give her to you ; you are too giddy, 
and Poll would be a bore ; but take her to your friend, 
Lady , Poll and I owe our fashion and our suc- 
cess to her : she is kind to animals, and steady in her 
attachment to friends. If I live to return, I will re- 
claim my macaw j if I do not, she cannot fail intd 
better hands." My master kissed my head, placed me 
on my perch, threw himself for a moment into the 
flamingo's arms, and then, seizing his hat, rushed out 
of the house, leaving his schoolfellow, meerschaum, 
and myself in the room, from which every other trace 
of his existence had been removed by Midge in the 
previous morning. 

It was about a year after the occurrence of this lit- 
tle scene, that, seated on the back of my lady's chair) 
I heard her ladyship read from a morning paper the 
following paragraph : — " Died, in Upper Canada, the 

Hon. George Fitzforward, of the regiment, more 

known in the fashionable world by the name of Ma- 
caw Fitzforward. Captain F. was the tenth son of 
the late Earl of Rottentown, and brother of the pre- 
sent Es^3 who has for some yeans resided for his 
health at Naples. This distinguished young soldier 
fell a victim to the severity of the climate, to which 
bis military duties had exposed him." i listened at- 
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tentively to this recital, and faintly uttering, " Poor 
younger brother," fell on my lady's shoulder. When 
I recovered, she was more than usually kind and ca- 
iressjng, and she said in a tone of satisfaction, " Never 
mind, Poll, you shall not suffer by this change of 
masters ; you are mine now for life, and we shall 
reach posterity together." No doubt her ladyship's- 
prophecy will be verified in my " forthcoming Me- 
moirs," of which I have this day heard the prelimi- 
nary puff, sent me by my kind friend the publisher. 

I had been more than two years an inmate in the 
family of the Countess, and, in the interval, had seen 
more of the world, political and fashionable, than any 
or all the macaws that ever existed. The flower of 
my fashion, it is true, had budded, blown, and faded, 
in the course of a single season ; but though I no 
longer monopolized the whole notoriety of the day, I 
still retained a considerable share of vogue and influ- 
ence. It was possible to give a party, without making 
interest with my mistress to allow me to grace it with 
my presence ; it was possible to obtain a hearing for 
Jekyl, Lutterell, and other wits, even though I was 
by ; but though my position was less brilliant, it was 
more respectable. I was no longer a lion ; I was one 
of the set, and waddled in and out of my lady's li- 
brary, or drawing-room, with dowager duchesses and 
dowager wits, as if I belonged by birthright to " the 
order." 

Envy was, as usual, at work, and I was dispara- 
gingly compared with the parrots, so largely quoted by 
Locke and Goldsmith, both of whom were said to be 
my superiors in the pertinence of their replies ; but 
I really believe that their sole superiority was, that 
they were dead, and / was living. It is true, that 
when Henry VII.'s parrot (who had been educated in 
his palace of Westminster, beside the Thames) fell 
into the water, he called "A boat! twenty pounds 
for a boat !" but was not I, every day, making appli- 
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cations of equal felicity ? I had, besides, one faculty, 
which placed me at an immeasurable distance above 
my tribe — ^my love of fun. Whenever I made a hit, 
I felt and enjoyed it, and I testified that I did so by 
my loud laugh, and clapping my wings — a demon- 
stration of self-approbation common to most human 
wits and humorists, who generally laugh both before 
and after the utterance of their good things. 

The public papers, too, made use of me as a sort 
of Pasquin ; and, like him of Rome, I was made to 
answer for all the wicked, slanderous things, which 
the writers were paid for inditing. This kept up my 
consequence, and if it made me enemies, it made me 
also admirers ; for the fabrications ascribed to me, all 
wicked as they were, appeared in papers under the 
especial patronage of the church. 

It was thus that my name and bon-niots became so 
familiar to a dignitary, who always read the Sunday 
papers before the morning service, that, conceiving a 
high opinion of my loyalty and right thinking, he 
expressed a wish to make my acquaintance. My lady 
was delighted, and cards went out for a gray dinner- 
party, consisting, as she said, of some of the noblest 
pillars of social order. When these grave and illustri- 
ous personages were assembled before dinner, I was 
brought in as an amusement, to pass away that 
mauvais quart d^heure. The library, on the ground- 
floor, where the guests were seated, looked so like a 
rookery, and there was something in the party so 
ravenish and jackdaw-like, that I fancied myself in 
the Propaganda, or among the Protestant brotherhood 
of Sourcraut Hall ; and 1 forthwith struck up my 
Gloria in excelsis, which I followed by an audible 
enunciation of my confession of faith, 

A general exclamation of surprise and edification 
burst from every lip. He, who seemed the chief of 
the company, and whom my lady called my lord> 
decanted for a considerable time on the wonderful 
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power of Providence in producing such a bird ; say- 
ing many things, which struck me as being not very 
curious or original, but which seemed to affect the 
listeners with great a\ve and reverence. Perched on 
my lady's arm, I turned my head from side to side 
witli a look of inquiry, being greatly amused by the 
double likeness of the speaker to Father Plynn, and 
to the jackdaw of the Honorable G. Fitzforward's sick 
chamber. So, when this orator took me on his arm, 
and the Countess cried out, " Oh ! Poll, you are not 
aware of the honor done you ; you little know whose 
is the arm that supports yon ;" I screamed out " He 
in an old quack, and a regular humbug." 

His lordship started, as if electrified, and let me fall 
on the ground. By the fall my leg was broken, and 
I became immediately as silent as the rest of the com- 
pany, and insensible of all that was passing around 
me. 

When I came to myself I was lying before the fire 
in the housekeeper's room — a subterranean apart- 
ment — from which, daring three tedious years, I was 
never permitted to emerge. In short, I was pro- 
nounced to be socially dead ; my want of all judg- 
ment and discretion, my too ready and fatal wit, had 
nearly proved my destruction. His lordship, whont 
I had so grossly insulted, would hear of no apology 
from my mistress ; and the chaplain, who was pre^ 
sent, declared that I had been crammed for the occa« 
sion. Had not the piety of my poor dear lady been 
well known, she too would have been involved in 
my di^ace ; as it was, she was attacked in the Sun^ 
day papers ; and only appeased her calumniators by 
a friendly paragraph, inserted by the vulture, stating 
that she had sacrificed her macaw to public opinion ; 
and that this clever, but ilNtaught bird, had been 
banded over to her ladyship's chicken-buteher, and 
by him put to death ; that its body had been sent t& 
Surgeons' Hall for dissection, and its skin stuffed and 

8r 
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transmitted to a public museum for the study of fu^ 
ture ornithologists. In the course of the ensuing 
season, I was as much forgotten, £is if I had never 
lived ; and when, after three years' incarceration, I 
crept up to the back-hall, and was accidentally seen 
by Lady Augusta, she said to my lady, " So you have 
got a macaw ; by the by, had not you a parrot or a 
monkey, or something that made a great sensation 
some years back, and used to talk ?" " Probably,'^ 
said my lady drily ; " but I am taking great pains to 
teach this macaw not to talk.." 

I toc^ the hint ; and, painfully aware of the penalty 
that waits on wit, I tried hard to be as dull, and as 
common-place, as a neighboc of ours,, whom my mis- 
tress, by constantly citing as a model of prudence^ 
had made my **Mrs. Grundy." This neighbor, in 
the course of a long and tranquil life, had excited 
neither envy nor hatred, had eot into no scrapes, 
suffered no persecution, and had never risked bemg 
killed by a secretary-bird, kiqked by a preacher-mon^ 
key, having its leg broken by a raven-jackdaw, oc 
bemg imprisoned for three years only, for being supe- 
rior to the generality of its species. 

This fortunate creature was the pet tortoise of 
our near neighbor, Lady Dorothy Dawdle, an old 
lady who was herself of the tortoise tribe, and possesr 
sed many good qualities in common with her favor-^ 
ite reptile- The tortoise was^ a constant subject of re- 
ference for my lady, on the occasion of any of my un-^ 
lucky hits, or mischiievous quid pro qu&s. 1 never 
broke a china cup, gnawed a. buhl clock, choked a 
kitten, or pecked at the housemaid's heels, but th& 
Lady Dorothea's tortoise (whom, by the by, I was fre^ 
quently brought to visit) was instantly held up to me 
as an example and a reproach. 

His story was indeed exemplary. Brought, while 
3f0ung from the West Indies;, by a, legacy-hunting ne^ 
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phew, whom Lady Dorothea had long survived, it 
was placed in her ladyship's little garden ; and it had 
managed to travel through the circumference, twelve 
feet by ten, in the space often years. The movements 
of its feet answered to those of the hour-handof a clock. 
In the course of its long life, it had shown no sign of 
sympathy with any living thing, nor any token of in- 
telligence, beyond its own personal wants, which weie 
few, and its appetites, which were voracious. Loving 
warmth, but hating light, it passed the sultry hours of 
summer under the umbrella of a large cabbage; and 
remained, during the winter, torpid in a hote, which 
it had formed with slow and stupid assiduity — ^its 
sole amusement and occupation. Still its dulness 
was alive to whatever interfered with its own inter- 
ests ; and disliking the shower that refreshed, as much 
as the beam that illuminated, it shuffted off pn 
the first gathering of a cloud above its ponderous 
shell, over which the wheel of a loaded cart might 
have passed without injury. 

SuppKed, independently of any effort of its own, 
with every species of food and comfort, the only sign 
of recognition it ever showed was to Lady Dorothea 
Dawdle herself; who, every summer's inorning for 
thirty years, had fed it from her parlor window with 
meal-cakes. It then hobbled from its cabbage-leaf 
with awkward alacrity towards its benefactress ; and 
this was the only intercourse that ever subsisted be- 
tween them. They both died in the same year. The 
lady was first eonveyed to the tombs of her ancestors, 
having bequeathed her tortoise to her physician. This 
gentleman, a celebrated anatomist, tried the horrible 
experiment of Redi upon the poor animal ; and hav- 
ing made a hole in its skull, and taken out the brains, 
was surprised to find it continue alive. The tortoise, 
set at liberty in this condition, moved off without suf-^ 
fering the slightest injury from the operation. It lived 
on for many months without brains,^ as welL as witb 
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them, and at last died in one of its fits of torpidity, 
merely because it had forgotten to awake. 

This was the model, the bright particular star of 
discretion, so often quoted for my edification by my 
mistress, who used to finish her admonitions with, 
"Oh, Poll, Poll, when will you have the prudence of 
Lady Dorothea Dawdle's tortoise?" " When he ceases 

to be Lady 's macaw," replied, one day, my little 

Lady Titmouse, who was always my champion and 
friend on these occasions of obloquy and reproof. 

Since my resuscitation, after my three years' im- 
prisonment and retirement from society^ my life has 
gone on calmly and rationally enough. My lady had 
made a vow never again to run the risk of admitting 
me into parties, and she has kept it. Banished from 
the drawing-room and boudoir, I am still welcome in 
th,^ dressing-room and library, and am sometimes 
tolerated at the breakfast and dinner-table, or suffered 
to follow my mistress about her pretty little garden. 
Time has done by me as by the human species, and 
though I am really the Ninion of my race, and occa- 
sionally dance "Gai Coco," and sing "Polly, put the 
kettle on," to the delight of the old housekeeper and 
the guests of the steward's room, still diminished 
animal spirits and a better taste incline me to conceal, 
rather than exhibit, my surviving talents and capabili- 
ties. I have long since put off paint, and have even 
had thoughts of becoming serious, especially since 
my lady occasionally gives a tea and tract party, be- 
cause, like a true philosopher, she will go avec son 
sUcle. Here then I shall terminate my memoir, for 
the good are seldom amusing, the wise never ; and I 
have entered into a formal agreement with my pub^ 
lisher to forfeit half the price of my copyright, if this 
auto-biography is found to contain more sense, wis- 
dom, or information, than shall prove palatable to 
the public, or to exceed the standard measure of those 
^ fashicoiable productions^'^ by which the polite worl4 
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are accustomed to form Vesprit et le c(but^ to cull their 
tastes, and select their opinions,* 

♦ The hero of the above auto-biography was the Macaw, well known 
in the circles of London fashion, of the late Dowager Countess of Cork 
and Orrery. Her ladyship, having written to me from a country-house, 
complaining of a dearth of amusing literature, and royally commanding 
that I (forsooth) should write something to meet the occasion, I answered, 
that 1 was to the full as dull as the rest of the trade ; but if her Macaw 
would dictate its memoirs, I should be happy to prepare them for tho 
press, Such was the origin of the foregoing ba^atelh* 
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LUXURIES AND NECESSARIES. 

'* En fait d'inutilit^s, il ne faut que le necessaire." 

Champfort, 

Luxury is a very ambiguous term, a thing of cir- 
cumstance, equally puzzling to moralists, legislators, 
and political economists ; — an eel, no sooner grasped 
than gone, a chameleon, changing its hue in every 
different aspect. Like the igjiisfatuus, it is here, and 
there, and every where, except precisely the spot to 
which it has been hunted down and followed. 

In Ireland, the accompaniment of salt to a potato is 
a luxury, not always within the reach of the indus- 
trious. Among the Cossacks, a clean shirt is more 
than a luxury — it is an effeminacy ; and a Scotch no- 
bleman is reported to have declared, that scratching 
one's self is a luxury too great for any thing under 
royalty ! The Russians, it should seem, (there is no 
disputing tastes) hold train oil to be a prime luxury, 
and they prefer a tallow candle to white bait. 

A group of the autocrat's lieges were once seen fol- 
lowing an exciseman, on the quays of Dover, to plun- 
der the oil-casks, as they were successfully opened, 
for that functionary's mystical operations : so, too, a 
poor Finland woman, who, for her sins, had married 
an Englishman, and followed him to his native coun- 
try, was very glad to avail herself of her husband's 
death to leave a land, where the people were so raise* 
rably off, as to be without a regular supply of seal's 
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flesh for their daily dinner. Her affection for him had 
long balanced her hankering after this native luxury ; 
but no sooner was he removed, than her lawyer-like 
attachment for the seals resumed its pristine force, 
and, like Proteus released from his chains,* she aban- 
doned civilissed life, and all its blandishments, to get 
back to her favorite shores, and " the meat she de- 
lighted to feed upon." 

" If I were rich," said a farmer's laboring boy, "1 
would eat fat pudding, and ride all day on a gate." 
This was his highest idea of luxury; and small as 
his imaginative powers may appear, the luxuries of 
many ol the great are not less strange or monotonous. 
Fat pudding is, at least, as good as overkept venison ; 
and as for riding all day on a gate, it is, out of all 
doubt, as amusing as riding from London to York 
ag^ainst time, or walking a thousand miles in a thou- 
sand hours. 

It is, however, less the quality of the indulgence 
than its extent, that forms the debateable ground of 
discussion. It is not so much whether the thing be 
in itself fitted to give pleasure, as whether, being 
agreeable, the indulgence be, or be not, fit and lawful. 
Diogenes, who prided himself on cutting his coat ac- 
cording to his cloth, and thought himself a greater 
man in proportion to the privations to which he sub- 
mitted, placed his luxuries in idleness and sunshine — 
just as our modern Gnathos do in *• any /^iven quan- 
tity of claret" — because it costs nothing; and he 
seems to have relished these enjoyments with as much 
sensuality, as Plato did his fine liouse and his delicate 
fare. Alexander, however, who had something else to 
do with his time, probably thought this basking in the 
sun a very luxurious extravagance. 

It is recorded of the same philosopher, that seeing 
some one drink from the hollowed palm of his band| 

* JJfmms ^wjra;, koI Qcvos ity^ ivsju. — Theocritttt, 
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he threw away his cop as a luxniions sopeifluity, 
hot even in this he did not carry his definition of 
luxury so far as those sectarians, who have prevailed 
in almost all religions conununities, and who^ belieT- 
ing that the Deity created man for the express pur- 
pose of infiictiDg on him every species of torture, 
have inveighed against the most innocent gratifica- 
tions, and have termed every thing that administers 
to the senses, a luxury. These theolc^ans will not 
allow a man to eatliis breakfast with a relish ; but 
impute it as a vice if he smacks his lips, though it be 
but after a draught of water. Nay, some there have 
been, who have thought good roots and Adam's ale 
too ^eat luxuries for a Christian, and they have, " of 
malice aforethought," ill cooked their vegetables, and 
mixed them with ashes (or even more disgusting con- 
diments), to mortify the flesh, as they called it ; i. e. 
to ofier a sacrifice of their natural feelings to the 
daemon, which they have mistaken for their god. 

" They manage these things much better" among 
the saints of our latter times, who by no means put 
the creature comforts under a ban, whatever objec- 
tions they may entertain against the luxury of a dance, 
or of a laugh at Liston. The orthodox clergy, who 
give a more liberal construction to things, and deem 
few articles luxuries, for which they can afford pay- 
ment, consider port wine, roast beef, and plum pud- 
ding, as mere necessaries of life ; nay, there are those 
who hint that these articles of religion are the things 
really understood to be in jeopardy, whenever the 
University of Oxford, and other true Protestants, 
sound the alarm, that the church is in danger. 

A certain king having told a bishop reproachfully, 
that the apostles did not ride in coaches, the prelate 
replied (making a small hole in chronology), " True, 
sire, but that was in the time of the shepherd kings." 
Other tinies, other opinions, and it would certainly be 
false logic to pin the right reverend barons of the up* 



JbOXURIBS ANB NECESSARIES. 253 

per house down to the letter of St. Paul, and to 
christen the necessary splendor of the modern church 
by the odious appellation of luxury. 

Whatever may be the notions of luxury entertained 
by the anchoret, or the Protestant pluralist, whatever 
may be their differences in the application of the term, 
they both agree as to its heiug essentially wrong ; and 
they uniformly lapply the epithet to the habits of their 
neighbors in the worst sense, as a thing to be repro* 
bated, "be the same, (as the lawyers say,) "more or 
less." Not so the political economist, who being 
mostly either atheist, or, what is worse still, dissenters, 
stoutly maintain that luxury is not a thing malum in 
se ; that consumption (thereby meaning enjojrment) 
is the great business of human life ; and that what- 
ever a nmn vehemently desires, is to him a necessary, 
and is dangerous only in the use, when the indul- 
gence is purchased at the price of an ultimate superior 
gratification. 

Between these extremes there is an infinite variety 
of middle terms, in wiiich different individuals take 
their stand ; insomuch, that there are scarcely any 
two persons who unite in their classification of the 
things which are necessary, and those which are luxu- 
rious. This is one of the points on which the French 
and English disagree, ioto aelo: the French utterly 
despising many indulgences, which we consider as 
first necessaries ; and esteeming as necessaries many 
things which we deem superfluous. This leading 
difference gives a decided bias to the industry and in- 
genuity of the respective populations. We have the 
authority of our nurses for declaring, that the French 
invented ruffles, (lace and cambric,) and that the Eng- 
lish superadded the shirt ; as also that the Engli^ 
improved on the feather, by appending to it the bat 
Many old ladies, of much higher intellectual preten- 
sions than the honest women from whom we de- 
rive these facts, assign this difference as the reason 

VOL. I. 22 
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why the artists of Paris are expert in gilding and gew- 
gaws, without being able to construct a lock of any 
cunning for their doors, or a fastening for their win- 
dows, fit to be seen in a Christian country. — Vide 
the " Loyal English Tourists," passim. 

Of these things no reasonable man will doubt. 
" Un homnie de boii sens croii iovjours ce qu^on lui 
dity et quHl trouve par €crit /'* but it must not, oh that 
account, be set down as a reproach against our excel- 
lent neighbors and " natural enemies ;" for, as Vol- 
taire has justly remarked, the superfluous is a most 
necessary consideratioti,t and its cultivation is the 
very test and criterion of civilization. It is, theref6i%, 
a great consolation to know, that the English are mak- 
ing rapid strides to overtake the Parisiaiis, and are 
growing as expert at superfluities, as the most refined 
Frenchman can be, for the soul of him. 

Since the general peace, the Englishman's ideas on 
this subject have been marvellously enlarged ; and 
they have arranged a long catalogue of articles as 
primary necessaries, which their more modest ances- 
tors ranked as luxuries, fit only for sybarites, or des 
marquis d talons rouges. This should be a matter 
of sinc^e rejoicing to all true patriots. Venimus ad 
summum fortunes ; and Birming^ham is as great in 
bnhle as in steam-engines, in iafse jewellery as in 
counterfeit halfpence! 

A civilized gentleman differs from a savage princi- 
pally in the multiplicity of his wants ; and Mandeville 
has proved, in his " Fable of the Bees," that extrava- 
gance is the nursing mother of commerce, just as the 
enormity of the national debt proves the national pros- 
perity. What, indeed, are railroads and macadamiza- 
tion, man-traps that break no bones, patent cork- 
screws, and detonating fowling-pieces, safety coaches^ 

* Rabelais. 

t '< Le superflo, chose tres oeeessairtf. ' 



LUXURIES AND NECESSARIES. 256 

and cork legs, but luxuries at which the wisdom of 
our ancestors would have scoffed ; yet how could the 
nation now get on without them ? 

It is perfectly true, that our "Henrys and Edwards'? 
contrived to beat their enetnies unassisted by such in- 
ventions ; but so they did, without Protestant ascen- 
dency, an article confessedly of primary necessity. 
Books, too, which were a luxury almost unknown in 
former times, are now so indispensable, that there is 
hardly a mechanic who has not his little library; 
while a piano-forte has become as necessary to a 
farm-house, as a mangle or a frying-pan ; and there 
are actually more copies printed of " Cherry ripe," 
than of " Tull's Husbandry." Is not a silver fork 
also characteristic of a civilized establishment ? and 
is not a Mussulman, who dispenses both with knife 
and fork, a barbarian and a savage ? 

It is no answer to this remark that the Turk, 
though as yet but a dabbler in European refinements, 
is luxurious in the number of wives he thinks neces- 
sary to a decent m^nagCj while the Englishman finds 
one to be more than essential to enjoyment. The 
difference is rather formal than real ; for if the Euro- 
pean stints himself most stoically in the article of 
wives, taking only one (of his own) at a time, he 
finds ample compensation for the self-denial, in the 
liberties he takes with the wives of his neighbors. 

Henry IV., of Prance, had but one coach between 
himself and his queen ; whereas, in these out happier 
days, no respectable couple can dispense with sepa- 
rate conveyances ; besides a travelling chariot, a bar 
rouch, a cab, and a dennet, at the very least ; to 
which, if they be at their ease, they must add a pony 
phaeton, and a state chariot^for court. 

Within the memory of the present generation, the 
necessaries of the table have received a notable in- 
crease. Champagne and ices are no longer the luxu- 
ries of the aristocrat, but. have taken their places at 
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the UMm of the middle classes, as the iodispeosaida 
oompleflwiits of a family dinner ; and they figure in 
establishments, in which a bottle of humble port, mod 
a sapemumerary pudding, w^e formerly esteemed 
luxuries, fit only for honoring the more solemn ritos 
of festival hospitality. 

A ci|;ar and a meerschaum, again, are necessary t^ 
the existence of a well appointed man of fashion ; 
and a gentleman cannot possibly show at MeltoD, 
without a dozen hunters, and two or three hacks, to 
ride to cover. 

No one in his senses would tax these diings as lax- 
dries, or would blame a friend for getting into the 
King's Bench, in order to obtain them. Even the 
judges of the land, " those sage, grave men," and nu- 
merous juries of tradesmen, have borne ample testis 
mony to the reasonableness of iaduigiag in such ii^ 
dispensable wants of life, by the large measure they 
have given to the term ^' necessaries/' in their verdicts 
between extortionate creditors and guardians litiga* 
ting in behalf of the minors their wards. 

Some one has found, or invented, a story of aship-^ 
wrecked traveller hailing a gallows as a surb token of 
a civilized community ; and, in a certain sense, this 
may be the case, else why should moral England have 
remained so long the hanging nation par excdlence 7 
Still there is a better criterion, a more genuine and 
indisputable test of polity, to be found in a well con- 
trived system of insolvent laws, which succeeds per- 
fectly in discharging a maximum of debts with a 
minimum of assets, <^ did iutd, et jucimdi.^^ When 
luxuries become necessaries, insolv^scy is the best 
safety-valve lo discharge the surplus dishonesty of 
the people. It is much better that agentle^nan should 
thus annually get rid of his duns Vith the smallest 
possible quantity of corporeal inconvenience, than 
that he should be driven to seek his freedom on the 
king^ highway, or commit NaUiie^B great act of baak- 
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ruptcy) by paying her debt, and all others at the same 
time, with the trigger of his own pistol. 

From these considerations it is clear that luxury 
is at once the cause and the exponent of civilization ; 
that the more a man consumes, the more he is a man ; 
and that the affixing a subaudition of reprobation in 
the application of the term, is not only a petiiio prin- 
cipiij but a downright calumny. 

But though necessity be a conventional idea that 
expands and contracts with circumstances, (like the 
tent in the Arabian Tales, which) when folded, would 
lie in the hand, and when opened, woul:d shelter an 
army,) still the thing has its limits, determined by the 
physical capabilities of the animal. There is a point 
at which the inconvenience of superfluities so far ex- 
ceeds their utility, that luxury becomes converted in- 
to a perfect nuisance. The most splendid feast that 
ever a coporator sat before, would be nothing but an 
annoyance to the guest whose stomach is already 
overladen with food ; and the Roman invention of 
emetics never took root among even the most extra- 
vagant nations. The most enlarged experience shows 
that it is utterly impossible to add one more superfluous 
meal to those already established by universal usage ; 
and many are the victims who have paid with their 
lives in a fit of apoplexy, for their persevering zeal to 
enlarge the necessities of the stomach. 

In dress, also, the muscular force of the body sets 
bounds to superfluity of decoration. Bar-rings must 
not be too heavy to be carried, nor can a bracelet, by 
its size, be suffered to impede the motion of the arm 
between the plate and the mouth. " Barbaric pomp 
and gold" is an imposing spectacle, but a medallioa 
as large and as cumbrous as a shield, appended to a 
lady's bosom, would be any thing but a luxury. So, 
in the other extreme, a watch should not be so small 
as to render the dial-plate illegible, nor should a shoe 
be so tight as to lame the wearer for life. 

22^ 
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Beauty, it has been said, should rise above simh 
considerations ; for there are resources in vanity that 
will reconcile man, and woman too, to martyrdom. 
But these should not be exhausted wantonly ; and, in 
the search after gratification as in economy, it is ill 
policy to light the candle at both ends. The true 
philosopher extracts the greatest good from all things : 
fools alone, as Horace has it, run into one vice in try- 
ing to avoid the other. In superfluities, as in every 
thmg else, a wise man will confine himself (in the 
words of the motto) to what is necessary ; and reserve 
alike his purse and his person for other occasions of 
enjoyment, which will never foe wanting, while there 
is wealth to stimulate industry, and imagination to di* 
versify convenience. 

There is one point of luxury on which modem ca« 
price has passed the bounds of enjo3rment, and that 
is, in the vast increase of supei^uitieS) which of late 
years, have become primary necessaries in a well fur« 
nished house. Here, for the nonce, is a revolution, 
indeed! — a revolution m<»re formidable than the 
French emancipation from slavery and wooden sboes^ 
or the reform in Parliament itself I We, most of us, 
remember the time when one tea-table, two or three 
card-tables, a pier-glass, a small detachment of chairs, 
with two armed corporals to command them, a square 
piece of carpet in the middle of the room, and two or 
three narrow strips of stuff or of silk for curtains, 
palled up and down with a cord like the green sipa-^ 
riam of a theatre, made a very decent display in the 
drawing (or, as it was then preposterouBly called, the 
dining) room. As yet rugs for the hearth weie nor, 
and twice a day did Betty go upon her knees to scour 
die naked marble slab. 

In the bed-rooms of those days, a paltry slip of car« 
pet round the bed was the maximum of woollen in- 
tegument allowed to the floor, for protecting the feet 
of the midnight wanderer from his coueh. Multi- 
plied vases for ablution were unknown, and mahogany 
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boot-jacks unthought of. Psyches were not intro* 
duced to the << lady's chamber," much less to the 
dressing-room of the beau. The staircase was not 
thoroughly covered with the richest products of the 
loom, and flowing draperies before the doors were not 
deemed necessary " to expel the winter's flaw." No 
golden serpents then twisted their voluminous l^igth 
across the entire wall of the room, nor did richjy 
carved cods' heads and shoulders (under the denotni- 
nation of dolphins), or glittering spread eagles, with 
a brass ring in thdr mouths, support fenestral decora* 
tions, rivalling the display of a Waterloo-House ven- 
der of printed calicoes. 

Thus far the change is, I admit, an improTement. 
Nay, ladders to go to bed with may be tolerated ; 
though many a man has broken his shins against 
them in the dark. Neither is it wise to object to sofas 
and ottomans in any reasonable proportion ; but the 
most liberal may protest, and that in the strongest 
terms, against such a multiplication and variety of 
easy chairs, as effectually exclude the possibility of 
easy sitting ; and against that overweening increase 
of spider tables, which interferes with rectihnear pro- 
gression. 

A harp, mounted on a sprawling sounding-board, 
(although it be a stumbliiig-Uock to the feet of the 
short-sighted,) must be considered as an absolute ne- 
cessary ; and a piauo<^forte resembling a coffin should 
occupy the centre of the smallest possible drawing- 
room ; " (he court awards it, and the law doth give 
it" — ^but why multiply foot-stools, till there is no ta* 
king a step in safety ? An Indian cabinet, also, or a 
buhl armoire^ are either, or both of them, fit and be- 
coming ; but it cannot be right to make a broker's 
shop of your best apartment. 

A library table that might dine a dozen of guests, 
with an inkstand as large as a pastrycook's shew 
twelfkfa cake, are just and faiwftd. A maohtne like a 
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dumb waiter to hold Walter Scott's novels, or a Cabi- 
net edition of French, English, and Italian poets, is 
a sine qua non. Ditto, an ornamental escrutoire ; 
and a n€cessaire for needlework is, (if there be mean- 
ing in langua^,) perfectly necessary. These, with an 
adequate contmgent of musical snuff-boxes, or-moltc 
clocks, Chinese beakers, porcelain figures, alabaster 
yases, flower pots, pots pourrisy stuffed birds and but- 
terflies, and a discreet superfluity of cut-paper nonde- 
scripts, screens, albums, toys, prints, cary;atureS| 
novels, souvenirs, and illuminated folios, must be 
allowed to the taste and refinement of the times. But 
surely some space should be left for depositing a cof- 
fee cup, or placing aside a useful volume, when the 
hand may require to be relieved from its weight ; or 
when it may be desirable to take a pinch of snuff, or 
agreeable to wipe one's forehead. Josses and torses 
have the entrie into a genteel apartment ; but they 
are not entitled to a monopoly of the space : nor are 
Roman antiquities, or the statues even of Chantrey or 
of Canova themselves, to be justified in usurping the 
elbow-room of living men and women. 

Most unfortunately for the peace of mind of man- 
kind, there are too many husbands, who, with houses 
of the smallest possible dimensions, possess wives of 
the most enlarged taste ; and the disproportion between 
these domestic blessings is so great, that the owners 
cannot move without the ri$k of a heavy pecuniary 
loss from breakage, and the heavier personal infliction 
of perpetual imputations of awkwardness. It is no 
easy matter to put on a smiling countenance, when- 
ever a friend, accustomed to some reasonable latitude 
of motion, runs his devastating chair against a high- 
priced work of art, or overturns a table laden with 
" an infinite thing," in costly bijouterie. 

It is becoming daily more indispensable to make it 
a point with one's wife to exclude from her visiting 
list ladies who pay their morning calls with a retinae 
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of spoiled children : but the rule cannot always be 
observed ; and one urchin with his whip will destroy 
more in half an hour, than the worth of a month's 
average domestic expenditure. Oh ! how hateful are 
the little fidgeting, fingering, dislocating imps ! A 
bull in a china shop is innocuous, to the most orderly 
and amenable of them. 

The general merits of nick-nacks is unquestionable. 
Ornaments surely are ornamental ; and works of art 
aflTord amusement of the highest order. But then 
perfection is every thing in them ; and a crack or a 
flaw destroys all the pleasures of an intelligent be- 
holder. Yet how few are the collectors, exposed to 
these visitations, who have a statue, with all its mem- 
bers, a Chelsea-china shepherdess, with her full com- 
plement of fingers, a vase with both its handles, a 
snuff-box that performs its waltz, or a volume of prints 
that is not dogs-eared, stained, and ink-spotted ! These 
are serious evils ; but they are among the lightest 
which flow from the aliquid plus quam satis est of 
decoration. 

Perpend the matter well, reader, bear it ever in 
mind, that houses are made to live in, and not for 
museums ; set the toyman at defiance ; keep vertu at 
arm's length ; and, in matters of superfluity, let no- 
thing tempt you to exceed what is strictly necessary. 
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THE REV. THOMAS BOTHERUM, S. T. P,, 

ABCHDEACOM OF LEATBERHEAD, RECTOR OF 

BRAINTOWN PARVA CUfll MUCKLE PUDDING, F. S. A.^ 

&C. &C. &C. 

*' Cosi s'en vanno Parti, ed i magisteri, 
Tutd in roTina, e non e chi sollevi, 
Cbiaro ingegno, di cui fama at speri." — 

Ariosto, Satire, 

** Quis desiderio sit pudor aut modus 
Tain can capitis." — Hor, 

It is now many years since I first promised myself 
the pleasure of commiting to paper those passages of 
the life of an ever-to-be-lamented friend, which came 
within my own notice, and of preserving for posterity 
a slight sketch of the domestic habits and table con- 
versations of a great man. But procrastination (it 
has been well observed) is the thief of time : and the 
numerous memoranda 1 collected in those happy days 
in which he was yet amongst us, still lay untouched 
in the drawers of my bureau. 

I take shame to myself for this neglect ; and tho 
more so, when I reflect that, in the present degenerate 
times, in which steam-engines have taken precedence 
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of classical lore, and " rude unwashed mechanicals" 
hold their heads above the doctors of our universities, 
the reverence for illustrious public characters has so 
much diminished. If "a great man's memory may 
outlive his life," it certainly is not now by " building 
churches," no, nor by adorning them either, that he 
will reach posterity. " Virtus laudatur et alget^^ 
principle is disregarded, and Popery and Dissent over- 
spread the land. 

At the eleventh hour, therefore, I take up my pen ; 
and while every paltry playwright and actor is per- 
mitted to thrust forward his two octavo volumes of 
presumptuous auto-biography, I shall, ere I descend 
to the grave, consign to the press a precious record of 
the gesta et dicta of Archdeacon Bother um, leaving 
behind me, for the benefit of my children, a monu- 
ment of that intercourse, which, like the friendship of 
Sir Philip Sydney, may be a boast and an ornament 
to the end of time. 

Thomas Botherum was, as he himself assured me, 
the son of an honest, but small farmer, residing in 
Cumberland, near to the borders of Scotland. His 
father had been deeply implicated in " the 45," and 
never, to his dying day, totally abandoned all hope of 
the good cause. It was a boast in the family that his 
house was for years a principal link in the chain of 
communication between the Pretender and his friends 
in the north. 

Having a numerous offspring, he determined to 
bring one son, at least, up to the church ; and Thomas 
being a child of grave habits, regular in his devo- 
tional responses, from the time he could first read, 
and moreover of a sickly habit, and unfit for farming 
work, he was selected to study at an endowed gram- 
mar-school in an adjoining county, famous as the 
sucking mother of many illustrious churchmen. 

Here, under the instruction of an able divine, he 
laid the foundation of that profound enidition, which 
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afterwards raised him to such enviable distinction. 
<*I was not," he was woot to say, modestly, << a lad of 
precocious parts ; and am indebted for any little fame 
I may have acquired, to the assiduity of the doctor's 
right arm. I never knew an eminent man in the 
university, who had noC been bred at a flogging 
school." 

From this seat of discipline, in due time, he moved 
to Cambridge, where he was principally noted, as I 
have learned from more than one cotemporary, for 
bis persevering industry, his blue woollen hose (knit- 
ted by his mother,) by his peculiarly broad Cumber- 
land accent, (which a long intercourse with the world 
never totally obliterated,) and for a sly practice of 
stealing into the fields towards sunset, to shoot par- 
tridges, aflter the manner of our ancestors, on the 
ground. 

He mixed very little with his fellow-students, read 
hard, and gained no prizes, fnever having, indeed, 
sat for any,) but took a gooa senior optime degree, 
which, in the fulness of time, led to a fellowship. 

I was but seven years old, when the decease of old 
Zachary Bluebottle prepared the way for Archdeacon 
Botherum's (he was not then archdeacon) collation 
to the parish, in which my father had his habitual 
residence. The presentation to the living is in Saint 
John's Coll^re ; and Botherum, who had already an 
eye to the mastership, accepted of this collegiate os- 
tracism, I believe, with regret ; but the income was 
considerable, the parishioners orthodox, and the doc- 
tor, with the characteristic shrewdness of the north, 
not insensible to the merits of a bird in the hand. 

Still, however, when a man has been accustomed 
to be capped by sizers, and to have his jokes laughed 
at by complaisant fellow-commoners, the obscurity of 
a remote country village is any thing but flattering ; 
and I fear the doctor was more pressed by the ^< res 
nngusta domif" than by any decided preference, when 
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he accepted the preferment. Botherum had likewise 
inveterate college habits ; and was so unprepared for 



housekeeping, that, (as he used facetiously to repeat,) 
when he left the college gate, one fine summer's 
morning, to take possession, having four shirts, a pair 



of black cassimere small clothes, and a set of sermons 
strapped in a portmanteau behind the saddle of his 
dapple mare, he cried out to the dean, " mea omnia 
mecum porto!^ 

This dapple mare, by the by, was the identical sub- 
ject of that excellent jest, the memory of which is not 
lost to this day in Cambridge. The doctor was in the 
habit of preaching half-guinea sermons for the incum- 
bents of the parishes of the Isle of Ely, during their 
occasional absences from home ; a practice not unu- 
sual among the poorer members of the university t 
and in the pride or the indolence of his heart, he had 
bought the animal to carry him on his Sunday expe- 
ditions. " Our master'' — so the doctor often told me 
the story — " rated me for this extravagance, which 
(he said) was ill suited to the narrowness of my 
means." " That^^ I replied, " was the very reason 
why I bought the animal, in obedience to the Hora- 
tian precept — JSquam [equam\ memento rebus in 
arduisy The combination-room re-echoed with 
laughter, and all St. John's rung with the joke during 
the remainder of that term. 

The arrival of the new rector was a great event in 
our parish. A merry peel was sounded from the stee- 
ple ; and it was upon this occurrence, that the curate, 
a Trinity man, and moreover about to lose the curacy, 
vented his spleen in a pun, which was afterwards em- 
bodied in a well-known Cambridge epigram: — ^for 
Squire Breakneck, happening to ride through the 
town at the moment, and asking what all that noise 
meant, (it being neither the anniversary, as he ex- 
pressed himself, of the kings ascension^ nor of the 
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gunpowder ploty the curate contemptaously replied, 
" they are only ringing a hog." * 

My father, who was, like the rest of the parish, a 
aealous high churchman, and old-fashioned enough 
to fear God and honor his king, was not the last to 
call on his pastor ; and, on the next Sunday after his 
arrival, our worthy rector gave his blessing to our 
plenteous table ; where, ever afterwards, on the return 
of the Lord's day, he was a constant guest. On these 
occasions << Church and King,^ it may be supposed, 
was never forgotten ; andcongenialityof opinion, not 
less than the substantial fare of our hospitable and 
truly English board, contributed to procure for the 
family the unceasing and affectionate friendship of 
this great, but humble-minded, man. 

Even now, at the distance of nearly fifty years, I 
iemQ«iri)er the consternation which his first visit occa- 
sioned in the nursery. No episcopal visitation of 
Horsley, or of Majendie, ever struck greater awe into 
the assemUed curates. The authoritative tone of a 
voice long accustomed to command attention in the 
lecture-room, and the stern contraction of Botherum's 
bushy eyebrows, when patting us on the head, and 
asking each a question from the catechism, were al- 
most too much for our tender nerves. Fortunately, 
we answered without much hesitation, or being v^y 

* The members of St. John's College, Cambridge, are nicknamed 
*' hogs." The epigram alluded to was made by the late Sir B. Harwood, 
on the knighting of Sir J. Pennington, Professor of Physic, and Har^ 
wood's mortal foe. It ran as follows : 

** When tho knight of St. John's from St. James's came down, 
The bells were set ringing thronghout the whole town : 
A blue-stocking'd Sizer, alarmed at the noitie, 
Asked one of the starve-gutted bedmaker's boys 
What the cause of it was. * What?* replied the arch dog, 
* Why, there's always a noise, when they're ringing a hog." 
The biographist does not, however, mean to assert that Sir B. Harwood 
stole the jest. Great wits often jump ; and he has no special reason far 
supposing that the curate's bon-mot had reached the ears of the facetious 
^ jProfessor of Anatomy. This observadoo is due to justice. 
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wide of the mark; and he called us good children 
Turning to my father, he continued, with much com- 
placency, " Mr. Tomlins, you have made a great way 
in my esteem. Parents are too apt to neglect the 
timely inculcation of a prejudice in favor of the 
church's dogmas into the infant mind. He who fails 
to sow the seeds of orthodoxy early in the spring, will 
be sure to reap in the autumn a harvest of sectarian- 
ism and indifference." 

The doctor, I have said, brought into rural life 
many college habits. He had, among others, no ob* 
jection to a glass of good port: and, though he never 
disgraced the cloth by a positive unsteadiness either 
of head or foot, yet sometimes, " indulgens genio^^ 
he would in safe society, and among men of sound 
principles, take a cheerful glass ; and then it was that 
he would open the storehouse of his erudition, pour- 
ing forth ample quotations from Longus or TertuUian, 
Tryphiodorus or Origen, St. Chrysostom (whose 
verses he greatly praised) or Dr. Sacheverel ; now 
and then cracking a merry jest from Aristophanes, to 
the great delight of the country squires, who were 
wont to declare that since Latin was no longer quoted 
in sermons, they did not wonder at the increase of 
sectarians ; and that the archdeacon's Greek did them 
good to hear, though they did not understand arword 
of it. I must do his good-nature the justice to add, 
that he never spared to translate, when properly re* 
quested, — that is, if the passage had nothing indelicate 
in it. True genius is ever condescending ! 

The archdeacon, who justly thought that there is 
a time for all things, and that too much severity is a 
misprision of Presbyterianism, was fond of a game at 
backgammon. He wrote a treatise to prove that this 
was the game invented by Palamedes, and not chess ; 
averring that, in his own person, it had often made 
him forget his supper till it was quite cold. He con« 
fessed that he played, on an average, twelve hundred 
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hits in a 3rear ; and so great was the hold the game 
had obtained over his imagination, that he not unfre- 
Quently illustrated his discourse by metaphors taken 
urom ils technicalities. 1 remember that when he was 
once sorely pressed in an argument by a malignant, 
who had clearly proved an oversight in the military 
operations of the cabinet of the day, which might 
have ruined the campaign if properly taken advan- 
tage of, he triumphantly replied with a voice of thun- 
der, *< Like enough, sir ; every body mistakes some* 
times — humanum est errare*— but, whatever you, sir, 
may think of the matter, a blot is no blot till it is hit :'' 
ihe reply was unanswerable. 

The archdeacon's temper, like that of his . father, 
was equable and bland. Two things alone were apt 
to disturb his equanimity ; a Whig and a Papist. 
Hence he was puzzled what consideration to give to 
the Scotch rebels. Though his father, as I have said, 
had been out in the rebellion, the son had so far sub- 
mitted to the influence of Cambridge politics, as to 
have relaxed somewhat from the family jacobitism. 
The attachment of the Highlanders to the divine right 
of the Pretender he could not deny to have been com- 
mendable, but, then, that Pretender was a Papist, and 
the Pope was anti-Christ ! I remember his telling 
me, in a confidential conversation, in which he opened 
his whole heart, that he never could altogether make 
up his mind concerning those << Uneqi^oiftawt politic 
cians;" but, he added in a forgiving tone, " the breech- 
less dogs loved their king after all." 

The archdeacon, like many of the Cambridge-men 
of his day, was given to tobacco ; and never said bet- 
ter things, than when he puffed care away after dinner. 
Had he lived to the present times, he would doubtless 
have delighted in the estimation which his favorite 
weed has attained ; but he would not have encouraged 
the modern innovation of cigars. The true Virginia, 
as he himself used to say, *< ascends into the brain," 
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and " favors contemplation ;" whereas it is well known 
in both Universities, that the under-graduates who 
smoke cigars, never trouble themselves to think at all ; 
and if they are not always pluckedy never get out of 
the ranks of the <5» ^oXlop, 

Who knows but that this difference may be an in- 
strument in the hands of Divine Providence for blind- 
ing the perverse people of South America, who have 
so long provoked its wrath by their idolatrous adher- 
ence to the " slough of a slavish superstition V* 

My mother, who by long intercourse with the arch- 
deacon had ceased to hold him in that awe with which 
the other females of the parish were accustomed to 
regard him, (so much does familiarity breed contempt,) 
used often to lecture him for what she called his 
beastly habit of smoking before the women ; and she 
once carried her vituperation so far, (the clergymaa 
of a neighboring parish being present,) that the doctor 
lost his temper, and replied with such caustic severity, 
that a shyness took place between them. After a 
long tirade, which reminded us of the sixth satire of 
Juvenal, he terminated by launching against her the 
following epigram : — 

** Aspide quid pejus ? tigna ; quid tigride 7 deemon ; 
Dsemone quid ? mulier : quid muliere 7 nihil/' 

Which being maliciously interpreted to my mother^ 
she vowed that she would never forgive it. 

For three Sundays, notwithstanding all my father's 
authority, she sulked, and retired to her bedroom im- 
mediately after dinner. We were all sorry for the 
breach, and the doctor as much as any of us ; but his 
clerical dignity would not suffer him to own himself 
in the wrong. At length, with much difficulty, we 
brought my mother to apologize ; and this she did 
with such a truly feminine resignation, that our friend 
gladly availed himself of the excuse to make his 
peace. It was on this event, that she presented bim 

23* 
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with a silver tobacco-box, with his own portrait en- 

f raved on the lid, and a pipe in his mouth, to which 
furnished the motto " ex fumo dare lucem.^^ The 
good man was highly pleased with the compliment, 
and gallantly saluting the back of her hand, he as- 
sured her he was well pleased so unpleasant a dispute 
should end in smoke. The next Sunday I remarked 
that he chose for his text the passage which declares, 
that the price of a good woman is above rubies. 

In the summer of the year 1786, all the world, in 
our part of the country, went over to the countyr 
town, to witness, what was then a novelty, the ascent 
of an air-balloon. The archdeacon, however, would 
not budge. At this time, the naturalists and chemists 
were beginning to take the lead over the mathemati- 
cians in the Royal Society, and the doctor, though 
not a fellow, was, as in duty bound, a staunch partizan 
of the supremacy of the mathematicians ; and he ac- 
cordingly regarded these exhibitions of modern sci- 
ence as nothmg better than mere quackery. Besides, 
the invention was French ; and he added with his 
accustomed justice of reflection, " timeo danaos et 
dona ferentesP When pressed to join a party from 
our village, he asked, " Where is the pleasure of see- 
ing two fools setting Providence impiously at defi- 
ance T — a remark \ have frequently had occasion to 
recaU. 

' Our village surgeon, whom the doctor particularly 
disliked, on account of his having studied* at Eidin- 
burgh, and been intimate vwth Hifme, presumed some- 
what too jocosely to reply, " You are afraid lest they 
should get too near heaven, and discover how little 
you doctors of divinity know about the matter." I 
never saw our friend so seriously angry as then. Re- 
buking the surgeon for his levity and indifference to 
religion, which he said belonged to his cloth, he ad- 
ded with prophetic solemnity, " This reigning taste 
for experiment bodes no good : Franklin'isi rods, and 
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his blasphemous boast of ' eripuitfulmen ccrIo,^ have 
deeply injured the world. Men no longer can say, ^ca^lo 
tonantem credimus? He who is over-solicitous con- 
cerning second causes, is but too apt to overlook the 
first." 

For the rest of that evening he sat silent, nor did 
he ever afterwards hear balloons mentioned, with- 
out launching forth some contemptuous sarcasm on 
the subject. 

Another fashionable folly, which roused the indig- 
nation of the archdeacon, was the unlimited vogue 
of " Tristram Shandy." Sterne he personally dis- 
liked. " That fellow," he would say, " is a disgrace 
to the church, his religion is full of levity, and his 
levity is not full of religion." The antithesis is stri- 
king. I have a paper in the doctor's hand-writing, 
containing many palpable instancesof Sterne's plagiar- 
ism, though he never could be brought to own that he 
had read his works. 

At the breaking out of the French revolulion, the 
archdeacon, in common with all right thinking men, 
was seriously alarmed, lest the principles of the people 
of England should be injured \ and when Burke pub- 
lished his diatribe against that insane and atheistical 
ebullition of a stiff-necked generation, he made a jour- 
ney to London, solely to see and converse with the 
author: availing himself of the opportunity to solicit 
the then vacant archdeaconry— an energy wonderful 
in a person of his years and infirmities. 

Burke received him as he deserved, and invited him 
to Beaconsfield. Pitt wa^ of the party, and port and 
politics were the order of the day. The port was as 
sound as the politics, and th^ politics as old as the 
port ; so the doctor, we may b^ sure, enjoyed not i^ 
little this "feast of reason and flow of soul." Indeed 
the occurrences of that evening were a constant theme 
of conversation with him for the rest of his life. 

Among the many anecdotes that he was in the habit 
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of relating, apropos to this subject, I shall repeat only 
one or two. The French armies were at that time ia 
rapid advance, and the funds were falling. Pitt, for 
once in his life, spoke desponding^ly, and Burke said 
somethin(i[ of the chivalry of stock-jobbing being gone ; 
but Botherum reminded the minister of the just con- 
fidence which a British premier ought ever to place in 
Divine Providence, which would not suffer a set of 
miscreants to prosper, who had not only killed their 
king, but had actually abolished tithes. A foreign 
ambassador, who was at table, whispered something 
ahouO^ gros bataillans*^ which the doctor was not 
Frenchman enough to understand, but which made 
Pitt smile. Botherum, however, was not discouraged, 
and pledging the master of the house in a bumper, he 
thunder^ forth, with an air of inspiration, 

Pitt immediately rose from his seat, and shaking 
liim very heartily by the hand, replied, "With such . 
right-thinking persons on our side, we are confident 
against the world in arms ; and so, doctor, I hope for 
the honor of your vote at Cambridge on the approach- 
ing election." The doctor lamented that the distance 
of his living, and his advancing years, had prevented 
his voting the last time, but that being now in London, 
he would certainly revisit Cambridge, expressly to vote. 
Pitt repeated the word "distance," and significantly 
shaking his head, said, " that might be remedied ere 
long." 

The conversation turning, during dinner, on taxa- 
tion, Burke, I think it was, defended a lavish public 
expenditure, as the best encouragement to national in- 
dustry; and many instances were adduced by the 
company in confirmation of the remark. " Still," said 
Dundas, holding his glass to the light, to look for the 
bee's wing, " it is a thousand pities, so it is, that such 
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wine as this should be taxed, when a halfpenny a pot 
on porter would raise a greater revenue." Pitt replied, 
that something now and then must be conceded to 
please the populace ; but he added facetiously, that 
" he was sorry to lean so hard upon Harry's prime 
article of consumption ;" " at which," said Botherum, 
" we all laughed very heartily ; and I ventured to add, 
that the port being under the protection of the church, 
ought to possess a privilege of exemption ; and that I 
was sure Mr. Pitt was too high-minded to regard the 
civium ardor prava jubentiumJ^ A certain bishop, 
who was present, observed, that he did not see who 
the people were concerned with the matter — they have 
nothing to do with the taxes but to pay them. Both- 
erum replied, "Very true, the imposition of taxes rests 
with the Chancellor of the Exchequer," and turning to 
Mr. Pitt, he quoted Virgil's " hae tibi erunt artes," (fee; 
and nothing could exceed the emphasis with which 
he ejaculated the " tu regere imperio popvlosJ^ The 
bishop begged to drink wine with the doctor^ and thus 
commenced a friendship, which only ended with the 
lives of the parties. 

Three days after this visit. Dr. Botherum got hid 
archdeaconry, and on his return home he wrote his 
famous pamphlet against Priestley, to show his grrati- 
tude to the administration. An angry and acrimo- 
nious polemical discussion was the consequence, in 
which there was no lack of abuse on either side ; but 
the archdeacon used to say, that Priestley was not 
worth the powder and shot : " he is a shabby fellow, 
sir, and not orthodox even in vituperation." In his 
heart, however, he was far from despising his antag- 
onist, and was even flattered by the idea that the 
controversy had been the remote cause of the destruc- 
tion of Priestley's house ; " though," he would add 
jocosely, "if the dog's own books were in his library, 
I am sorry for their fate — they should have been 
burnt by the public executioner.'^ 
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While in Londoo, Botherum was elected fello^nr of 
the Society of AnUquaries, and put ia his elaborate 
account of Braintown Parva ; ,in which he proved it 
to have been a Roman station, and the site of a drui> 
dical college. On this occasion, he presented the so- 
ciety with three fragments of broken pottery and a 
pike-head, which he had himself dug from a barrow; 
and he received the thanks of that learned body. 

About this time also the archdeacon supplied to 
Sylvanus Urban, Gent., an accurate description of the 
monumental inscriptions in Muckle Pudding church- 
yard, together with a picturesque view of the ruins of 
the chancel (Gent. Mag. T. ccccxxiii ;) which, truth 
to tell, was drawn by the parish clerk, as was the fac- 
simile of a stone, bearing a Celtic record, written in 
the tree character. This latter drew upon the arch- 
deacon an unpleasant controversy : for the surgeon 
before mentioned (probably out of pique in the matter 
of the balloon,) privately conveyed intelligence to a 
rival antiquary, that what the doctor took for "Divus 
Belus,'' was merely the initials of a stonemason's 
name (who was yet living in the memory of the older 
parishioners,) turned upside down !* 

Upon turning the stone (as the archdeacon would 
have it) topsy-turvy, or, as his opponent maintained, 
the right side upwards, there did certainly manifest 
itself a provoking resemblance to the Roman capitals 
and Arabic numerals, necessary to establish the hos- 
tile hypothesis, which caused the wicked wits of the 
day a horse-laugh at the doctor's expense. But he 
made an excellent defence, and clearly proved that his 
inscription ought to have been erected in the very 
place where it was found ; and strengthened his case 
with great erudition, by many pregnant analogies. 
In the appendix to this paper he gave an account of 
the bowl of a tobacco-pipe, found five-and-twenty feet 

* This mistake ia said also to have been made by an Irish antiquarjr. 
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below the surrace of a peat-bog, in the neighborhood 
of a Roman station'"; which distinctly proves that the 
Romans were in the habit of smoking, if not tobacco, 
at least some indigenous weed ; a neglected verity, 
corroborated by many classical texts, especially by 
Virgil's account of Cacus — 

" Ille autem 
FancibiM ingeDtem fiimuxn, mirabile dicto, 
Evomit ;" 

and by the satirists ^^fumum et opes strepiiumqve 
R<mi(B?^ The ^^fumus et vapor Balnearum^^^ also 
mentioned by Valerius Maxiraus, shows that smokinff 
was among the luxuries of the bath ; and Martial 
speaks of cigar selling — " vendere vanos circum Pa- 
latiafumos^^ as a common mode of getting bread. 

I have little to add to what the world already 
knows concerning the doctor's Greek translation of 
Chevy Chase, which drew upon him the ill-natured 
epithet of " seventh form schoolboy" from Matthias, 
a reproach which he felt very keenly. " Many wise 
and good men," he remarked to me, with tears in his 
eyes, " had exercised themselves in Greek transla- 
tions from the English poets, nor could he think it 
unworthy of a divine to write the language of the 
New Testament ; but," he added, with a tone of voice 
singularly awful, "the run which is made against 
Greek is part of the Jacobinical conspiracy against so- 
cial order, and it was inconsistent in Matthias thus to 
assist it. He who reviles learning, wars with his su- 
periors, and is wanting in that humility and prostra- 
tion of intellect, without which there can be no true 
religion." 

The archdeacon was among those who believed in 
the authenticity of Ireland's Shakspearian MSS. ; 
and, as he had been intimate with Dr. Farmer at 
Cambridge, and was an enthusiast in all that con- 
cerned the great poet, he could not bear with patience 
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lobe jeered on hie mistake. "Sir," he would say, 
** if the play were not written by Shakspeare, it 
ought to haye been ; not indeed for the matter 
(though « Yortigern" is as good as " Titus Andro> 
nieus,'') but on account of the evidence which he 
who doubted, might as well have doubted the thirty- 
nine articles." 

Another point on which be was sore, was Pitt's re- 
signation about the Catholic question. He had never 
believed that statesman in earnest in the matter, and 
to the last declared his conduct on this occasion an 
hallucination wholly inexplicable. 

Though he had given his support to the Addin^on 
administration, he could not but forgive his old fa- 
vorite, as soon as he found him once more at the head 
of affairs. " Nemo^ he said, " nemo omnibus horis 
sapit ; but in any other man the thing would have 
been unpardonable." 

The archdeacon holding good preferment, it was 
often thought that he would marry ; and when he 
new painted the parsonage-house, we all set it down 
that his friendship for a certain maiden lady would 
have terminated in a conjugal alliance. Whether 
through the doctor's fault, or the lady's, I could 
never learn, but the marriage did not take place. That 
he would have made a good family man, is barely 
possible. He was a professed misogamist, and never 
was at a loss for a quotation from Euripides, or a sly 
hit from Juvenal against the sex ; from which I more 
than suspect he had in early life received a slight 
"Sir," he would say, "there is one thing in which I 
think the Papists are right, and that is, in representing 
their good women without a head ; a piece of humor 
in which, by the by, he rarely indulged before the 
ladies, so great was his sense of propriety. 

Of the great men of his own times, Parr was the 
especial object of the archdeacon's dislike. He said 
he knew about as muek of Greek as an Athenian 
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blacksmith ;* and that he was only not a Mankheani, 
because he would not have acknowledged a good 
principle (punning on the word), if he had been ac- 
quainted with it. Porson, he said, was a sot and a 
buflFoon, and worse still — a whig ; " but the scoun^ 
drel understood metres." With neither of them would 
he condescend to be personally acquainted. His re- 
views of Gilbert Wakefield were models of causticity, 
— for the writings of this schismatic he treated with a 
memorable severity. 

About the time when Sir S. Romilly was endea- 
voring to overturn fciur judicial institutions, the arch-* 
deacon preached his celebrated assize sermon before 
the judges. In this sermon he laid it down, that as 
Christianity is part of the law of the land, it must 
follow that the law of the land cannot be contradictory 
to Christianity, and consequently, that to alter the law 
is as bad as to alter the gospel. He praised the wis- 
dom of the Medes and Persians, and eulogized the 
then existing government, whose hostility to all ame- 
lioration was truly Asiatic. 

For this sermon, which he printed with the motto 
oi^^ stare super vias antiquas^^he was so unmercifully 
handled by the opposition journals, that he once told 
me with great glee, " he was not without good hopes 
of being kicked into the prelacy." Whether this pro- 
motion was, indeed, contemplated, it is now hard to 
say ; for death deprived the parish of Braintown Parva 
of its ornament, and the world of its luminary, some- 
what suddenly, just as he was putting a finishing 
hand to his treatise, " De lautilitatis Frcestantid in 
Disciplinis Academicis^^^ in which he ably vindicated' 
the British universities, and proved by the equation' 
a+b — ar*=0, that the whole genius and talent of th» 
English country gentlemen were exclusively due to a 

* Said by Bentley of Anacreoa Bamos. 
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discipline, that palpably refuted the maxim of <* non 
ex quovis ligno,^^ 

Upon this point the archdeacon was urgent in sea- 
son and out of season, and nothing vexed him more 
than to hear Cambridge called a Whig university. 
" No, sir," he would say, " Glasgow is a Whig uni- 
versity, Edinburgh is a Whig university, but an Eng- 
lish university cannot be Whig, for it is essentially 
prelatical. Cambridge may be a shade less Tory than 
Oxford, but every day the distinction is wearing out 
(and he would add, with a deep expression of devo- 
tion and gratitude,) I thank God for that." 

It was with a view to strengthening the weak in 
this particular, that he wrote the treatise above men- 
tioned. In the Scotch universities, he contended, 
where they taught the useful sciences, the pupils and 
professors were all democrats and infidels ; whereas 
the more abstract pursuits of Oxford and Cambridge, 
having no bearing on every-day life, preserved a gen- 
tleman from low sympathies, and prevented conve- 
nient prejudices frombein^too closely examined by the 
students. The king, he justly observed, could make 
a peer of whom he pleased ; but Oxford and Cam- 
bridge could alone form a truly aristocratic mind^ and 
level genius to the senatorial calibre. 

Thus did this truly great man die, as he had lived,, 
the steady and able advocate of the wisdom of our an- 
cestors — the studious cultivator of all those inapplica- 
ble sciences, which preserve mankind in innocence,^ 
docility, and obedience, to the powers that be — and 
the opponent of that ignis fatuus illumination, which, 
under the modest name of innovation, is in reality no- 
thing less than revolution. It cannot be sufficiently 
lamented, that he passed so much of his life in the ob- 
scurity of a country living; and however beneficial 
the accident might have been to myself, which was the 
cause of my friendship and converse with such a mind, 
I cannot but regret that his acceptance of a college 
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preferment should have separated him from his Alma 
Mater. As head of St. John's, his abilities would 
have found a more congenial application ; and his 
influence would not have been without weight, in 
checking that flood of soi-disant liberality, which 
has changed the character of parliament, and, by re- 
pealing the penal laws, has given a death-blow to 
our glorious constitution. 

But " diis aliter visum ;" and against the decrees 
of Providence, however inscrutable, it becomes not a 
Christian (as the Doctor would have said) to recalci- 
trate. The people have imagined a vain thing, and 
out of the very idolatry of their aflection for Popery a 
rod has been formed, to punish their backslidings. 
Most fervently do I pray, however, that a time for 
penitence is left to this nation ; and in the idea that 
the example of such a life as Doctor Botherum's can- 
not be without its use upon the rising generation, I 
here present to my countrymen this faithful portrai- 
ture of him, who (as there is too much reason to fear) 
will prove the last of the old race of genuine English 
churchmen. 
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